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WILLIAM HENKY BUELEIGH. 

As the Boul is greater than all its experiences, 
and a life ia more than any of its ineiJents, we 
can never hope to find a whole character in any- 
thing less than a whole life- experience. Even tliat 
does not :^uite tell the story ; for back of the fail- 
ures and the successes, the aspiralions and achieve- 
ments, tiie joys and the sorrows that befell the man, 
is the greater fact of the man himself. 

Slioulil the reader of the fugiiive pieces collected 
in this volume expect to find iu them a full-length 
portrait of their author, he will be disappointed. 
They are only ripples on the surface of a strong, 
deep life : &uch a record as the laborer, strolling 
homeward through summer woods after Lis day's 
toil, miglit take lo those who waited his coming — 
a wi-eath of evergreens hastily twi'.ted, a handful 
of wild flowers, a bunch of leaves : the record of 
his leisure huui-s rather than of his work. But, in 
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PREFACE. Vll 

cinijnt cIiL, it Will e^eit an infliieiirc foi gooil loui, 
aftu liG tiid ha co woi tiers ha^e paiseil a^ ly Ale 
may leave his work to speak foi itaelf, while "we 
lingei lovingly with the worker, stiiving to citch 
such an outline of the genml fa(,e, *nich touLhes of 
chaiicter as shill keep his memoiy green m the 
heirts ot his hiends, ind, possibly, commeud to 
some who iit\ci knew him i life ^3 pnii. and ub- 
Belfl'iii 

On the motlici'a side he was a Imenl descpniJmt 
of William Biadfoid, the pilgrim fathet so distin- 
gnisheiS among the heroes of the Mayftowet, and 
BO long Governoi of Plymouth Colony His fither, 
EimlUo Buileigh, was a gndnate of Yale College, 
hiving fctudiel under Dr Dwiglit, and wis one of 
the most ftiieceasftil of cli'fsical teichers, till piitial 
bliodnes'' drove him from hii booka b ick to his 
farm in Plainfietd, Conn It wis while te'ichmg in 
WooUsfock, m that State, that his fourth son, Wi] 
ham Henry, was born on tbe 2d of Februaiy, 
1812, in the same jeai and month is Chailes 
Dickens with whom he enjoyed a ^llOlt hut pleia 
ant mtimicy during the stay of the distinguished 
novehat in this country 

He is descubed vi having been lu boyhood tiuth- 
lo^mg, conscientious, and ifiectionate slow to lesent 
iffronts p it upon himself but firing up w ith an 
Hid gnati n thit swept ill hcfoie it if helple?>iie»^ 
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or misfortune, or old age were made flie subject of 
a heartless jest. Shy, sensitive, tender, keenly alive 
to the beauty of Natur-e, with a qaick eense of tho 
ludicrous, and a great loving heart that yearned for 
a more demonstrative affection than flourished in 
the New England homes of half a centurj' ago, 
the im]ierffctly underatood hoy worked on the farm, 
went lo tliG district scliool, and, almost as soon as 
be knew how to write, beguiled his leisure with 
verse-making. Brimming over with fun, living the 
jolliest boy-ljfe with hia five brothers on the old 
farm at PlaiufieH, notwithstanding the hard work 
that came to them all, he was still a good deal 
of a dreamer and poet. 

Lying half dresbed one day on the bank of the 
stream wheit; he had been bathing, the wonderful 
beauty of the summer clokids riveted his gaze, aad, 
nnmiadful of the flight of time, he tuddenly found 
the shades of evening shutting him in. Hurrying 
home, he was gi-eeted by his mother witli the ex- 
clamation, ■' Why, William ! where have you been so 
long, and what has become of your jacket ? " To 
be sure, he did have on a jacket when he went to 
bithe, hut he was thinking about the clouds, and 
forgot it. The picture of the " Barefoot Boy," taken 
from Wliitlie]''s poem of that name, pleasantly re- 
called this incident to his mind, and was a favorite 
witii him on account of it. 
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oppnse tlie strong citiTent of public opmion as to 
hira. He had little of what phrenologists call self- 
s&teem, placed a modest estimate upon his own 
powers, loved quiet aud the privacy of home, and 
slirank instinctively from notoi'iety and the arena 
of public discussion. Those who knew him as a 
worker in the anti-slavery cause, or heard his elo- 
quent utterances in behalf of temperance, had little 
idea of the cost at which those ufterances were 
made. " Wlien public spealtiug," said he, " first 
came to me as a part of the work I had to do, it 
seemed to me that I would i-atlier die than under- 
take it ; " and long; after he had learned to &way 
vast crowds by his eloquence, he never rose to 
speak without feeling that the audience must hear 
his heart beat. 

Who shall tell the story of those early abolition- 
ists, and enable us to understand what it cost them 
to be true to their convictions ? Who will portray 
the liTes so heroic under persecution, the hardships 
so uncomplainingly borne, the mobs and violence 
and social ostracism, the heartsickness and almost 
despair that must have come to them again and 
again ? 

It is not a pleasant thing for a man to be scorned, 
railed at, denounce'l as a fanatic and disturber of 
the peace, even when he stauda alune ; but how 
mnrh hauler when nife and diildreu aie involved, 



.y Google 



PREFACE. XI 

1 II f p ll 1 l> 1 1 

t f I m T Ik M B 1 ^h tb 

tl 1 I d t b F hi If t dd 

t m tt b t tl tl d tl h m If h Id 

fi thh I dl ttlhtaidtohl 

ll m f tl t in wh 1 h h ki gly 

pilmlfw 1 1 It p to 

hi wlp mdbmp 

m 6 ly n T w h p tly 

f mdy wl m 1 m 1 d wli lif 

Igllttaat m II bi dtbk 

f h If 1 t It CO 11 f I b 

b lltlkdthlml thd 

t 111 f m B t h tl d 5 d til 

p w w 11 I ppo I 1 1 T tl OS 

Ik hmwlltw mtt f i 

thth bwlkl t Iwl I f 

1 t t! y h t h 1 Id ] Ij 

b w d d ih t 1 t i lit m tl f 

Irtst t> 

I 183 h m 1 1 tt \ L wl 1 F 1 
1 h 1 1 Ch tl "\^ d tt 1 tl 

T m| B I h ty 1 All I J 

1 f h m f 1 J f ! If 

p t 1 ly 1 g f tl h b tt es 

mth Tiisllm fbppe dlec 

Uef 1 rj t p 1 1 te y 

t II f m 1 f ll m II 



.y Google 



xii PREFACE. 

friendships of his life, among them that with Dv. 
Lemoyne and lus family of Wa&Iiington, Pa,, whiuh 
contlniiecl uniaterrupted up to the time of hi'! death, 
a peiiod of more than thivty years. The last visit 
that he ever rnatle was to these old and dear frienils. 

In 1843 he was invited to Hartford by the ex- 
ecutive committee of the Connecticut Anti-Slavery 
Sociuly to take charge of its organ, then known 
as the " Christian Freeman," hut soon after as the 
'■ Charier Oak." 

In a tribute to Mr, Bui'ieigh, publishei! since his 
death, in the Hartford "Evening Post," the Hon. 
Prauclh Gillette thus speaks of his first appearance 
ID Haitford: "He had at this time just attained 
the fullness and strength of mature manhood, and 
in ail the physical accomplishments of our nature, 
compaetuesH and dignity of form, heauty and express- 
iveness of face, ease and simplicity of manners, he 
had but few equals and no superiors. And when 
to these remarkable personal attractions was super- 
added tiie opulence of his rare intellectual gifts, his 
solid ujiderstanding, logical acumen, and extensive 
knowledge, irradiated as tliey were by the splendors 
of a ric-h poetic ianey and a sparkling wit, the im- 
pression first made by the remarkable stranger was 
one which time can never efface. And it is not 
too much to say that after several years of iatimate 
association with him, in the severe toils and trials 
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PREFACE. xiii 

of the aiiti-slavevy coatiict, that impression of his 
glorious manliness, intellectual ability, and generous 
aspji'ations, was deeper than ever befofe. In all 
those princely qualities of our nature whicli culmi- 
nate in human greatness and goodness, — strength and 
Tersatility of mind, generosity and beauty of soul, 
all enshrined in a grand and belitliug matei'ial tem- 
ple, and speaking through an eloquent tongue and- 
a glowing pen, he was preeminent. As a writer, 
speaker, editor, poet, reformer, friend, and associate, 
it was the universal testimony of those w!io knew 
him best and esteemed him most truly, that he 
stood in the forefront of his generation. And for 
many years this anointed prophet dwelt among us, 
uttering brave and truthful words for freedom, tem- 
perance, education, and peace, from lipa aglow with 
hallowed fire, and heart aleap with great pulsations 
for all humanity, trying with all his herculean 
strength to lift aociety into the sunlight of a pure 
Christian civilization ; and yet, strange to say, with 
all his grand and beautiful qualities, his moral, liter- 
ary, philanthropic, and social excellences, he hardly 
gained a recognition here ; and so far from having 
been permitted to enjoy the sweet and grateful cup 
of friendly intercourse, he was made the victim of 
calumny, insult, and popular outrage. Posterity will 
find it difficult to believe the story of the ci'uel 
sufferings and indignities that were heaped npon him. 
and his co-laborers in ihe cause of freedom." 
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In 1849 Mr. Burleigh went to Syrac 
employ of the New York State Temper 
ety ; and as lecturer, editor, and 
tary, devoted some five yeavs to its iaieresta. It 
was in the summer of 1850, during a brief stay in 
Syracuse, that I first met liim, and hjid !he pleasure 
of spending an evening in his society. All Ihat 
"Mr. Uilletto descrilies him to have been, he was at 
that time. I have met few men who at once im- 
presaeJ me so profoundly, and no picture of the 
past is move vivid id my remembrance, than his 
face and ligure as I saw him then, Hia abundant 
dai't haiv, iiiidulatiug in wavy masses, imd empha- 
sized by a fcilver lock on either temple, was worn 
quite long, and, carelessly thrown back, tet off to- 
advanlftge tbe square brow and strong, earnest face. 

Evidently the aiTangement of those locks was no 
heavy tax upon either the time or the thougiit of 
their owner, any more than was the dress, between 
which and the wearer the relationship was clearly one 
of mere convenience. " What a pity that he has no 
sense of clothes ! " was my mental ejaculation, as I took 
in the tout ensemble of what I felt to be an uncommon 
man. Glancing from the serviceable but not very 
carefully briislied shoes (o the even less carefully 
brushed locks, ray eyes encountered his, thofe won- 
derful eyes, wliieli once seen could never be for- 
gotten, — eyes in which the innocence and fun of 
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XVI PREFA CE. 

I menlion this beciu=e it was 'io cluricteii tic of 
the min With him mint, and imse ftiil cum 
mm neier took the phce of the weightiei mitters 
of truth integrity and justice In hia scale the 
essentml Yaluea alwtje stood lust 

While employed by the Stite Temperance "Society 
he resided •» piit of the time in Albany where he 
conducted the Prohibilionist ' the oigan of the Sici 
ety His duties often brought him to New Yotk, 
wheie I resided at that time, ind the acqiiainfince 
begun in Syracuse ripened yeir by year into ■» 
deep and abiding fiiendBlip 

I think every one who enjoyed Mr Buileighs 
fiiendahip will agiee with me that m (hia is in 
all the other relitions of life he wis iinguHrly true, 
loyal and steadfiAt Meetm,, him after years of 
lepaiation one felt that ha fiiendly inteiest wai no 
wh t abated Notoiioutily a bad coiTeapondent he 
^ivea m one of his letters the following ^ood leison 

I need sometl mg more than time to enable me 
to wiite to a fiiend The Quiker pra>a when the 
spmt mo'vei him so would I write only wbei in 
spired by my best thoughts and when I feel th»t 
niy spirit is iii harmony with all that is best m 
the soul to which I address myself So it often 
happens that I can commit d the tme, when I can 
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not cumrnaiid the mood, auil often, too, I feel the 
inspiration vrlieit I <janQOt cuimaaijil the lime. Tliis 
is tlie true reason of my apparent remissoesa as a 
correspondent, an^ I can only throw myself oa tlie 
mdulgeiice of my friend.^, and trust that they will 
underatiind my silence as implicitly as my speech." 

While residing in Albany, Mr, Burleigh hecame 
the warm personal friend of Governor Clark, from 
whom he received, in ISSSj au unsoliciied appoint- 
ment as Harbor Master of New York, and removed 
with hia family to that city. At the expiration of 
bis term of serTice he was appointetl one of the 
Board of Port Wardens, an ofB.ce which he contin- 
ued to hold by successive appoiutmeuts till within 
about a year of his death. Hia family at the time 
of his removal to New Yoi'k consisted of himself, 
wife, and six ehildren, — three sons and three daugh- 
ters ; his first child, a daughter, having died in early 
childhood. The constantly increasing expenses of his 
famdy pi eased heavily upon him, and made the in- 
come derived from his office a most timely aid. 
Economical lo the verge of austerity in hia own 
hahils, he spent money freely for those he loved, 
and nothmg less than the best educational advan- 
tages for his children would have satisfied him. 

Few men of the present age are so little fitted 
for the lianl struggle of ilaily life, — to encounter the 
competitions and rivalriet. with which it abounds. 
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Simile 111 Ills taste" i li^ei of Nature, tiustful ■^s 
,1 cluld, he wculd tue beeu at liome in 'jme Ar- 
ciidm imotig flouks nnd heiJs, sitting in his viue- 
wieathtd porch to wilch the ftding ^loiiei of s«d- 
stt, 01 enleitainmg with kige ho6pitaIit\ the sii anger 
luii Ihc wiiyfarei The buainea- ot moiie^ getting 
WIS not to his taste the present style of Imng he 
coiaideieil cumheisonie and unsntisfaclory social in 
to)coiiti>e foiinal and insincere, but feeluig this he 
did not amy himself against the usigpi of society, 
they give hiia little pkisure, bat that others en- 
loj ed them was a sufficient reason foi ta"iing all 
hia encigits to supply the moan*' foi thit eiijoy- 
meiit He neithei tequiied nor expected eveiy one 
to he h ippy in hia waj 

In X latei beating date Septeuber 180"! he 



I hope you are m a condition to eijoy the«e 
dehcioiis luturan days eo iich in siiblued light 
so full of beauty and lepose, such a ^1 nous P"i["h 
ecy of heiyen They come to me like i leyelition 
of the love of God, all per\ \ding but unobsti uiiye 
Buhdumg but not oppiessive, fill i g the soul with 
a great calm, and exalting it with sweet monitions 
of the better life 

' Theie IS something of "ladness in tt em too, 1 ut 
it IS a '•idne-'' th vt h is compen^ iti dus in sn eet 
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tlioiglts eeiifle niiod" and pme aid liolu a^piia 
tions Hon I loiijf io ipeiid them in the (jjiintiy, 
fill awny from the rPeIc anl roii of the tumultunus 
city Ah, (o sit 111 the solemn wood^ to iJaj be- 
side i>me clear bronlv, ind listen to the nimraut of 
the winds among the houghs — to e'icape fiom all 
this convputional life, the feveiish existence of the 
town and fin I fieedom with denr mothei &dtme, 
lepnae la diiwing tio'ir to God I And jel God is 
ai near to us in. the thion^jed thoiougl fue it m 
the aoliluie of Hi? wools, and whpieiei IIis sun- 
hght falls, or His st'ii<! shine. He gne? as ie\elj,tioii'- 
of Hi? love.' 

In another letter he says : — 



" You commend my industry, and I an 
of a worker, though naturally indolent. I am con- 
scious of an indisposition to do any work, or take 
any steps, that I can without a violation of duty 
avoid. But in my official business I am a worker ; 
I never procrastinate there, nor omit the duty de- 
volved upon me." 

If iMr. Burleigh's estimate of himself was correct, 
if he was naturally indolent, he certainly deserved 
great crt'dit, not only for the faithfulness with which 
he discharged every duly, but for the alacrity with 
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which he seiTerl liif friends, anil thu tabor which 
he voluntai-ily a^siimeil in aiding the poor ami u!i- 
fortuniite, and promoliug the refoims lie liad i.o 
much at heart. 

In Fehruary, 1863, his father died, and in the 
course of the two years following, his wife, his eldest 
daughter, who was married and living in Albany, 
and his eldest son, a young man of lare purity and 
beauty of character, were all taken from him by 
death. 

These repeated shocks, acting upon a frame weak- 
ened by long -con tinned overwurk, fold upon his 
health. His appetite failed, he lost flesh, his hair 
whitened, and those who t.aw him going the round 
of his d^ly duties, remarked, " How rapidly Mr. 
Burleigh is growing old." His physician at length 
ordered him into the country, but could induce Mm 
to remain only » short time, the demands of hia 
business seeming imperative. 

Looking over hia letters written at this period, I 
find so much of himself in tliem, that it seems to 
mo I can in no way so clearly bring him before 
the reader as by some extracts from tliem. Speak- 
ing of the afilictions that had fallen to his lot he 



" This mystery of sufftrii: 
ianing, and though I c 
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soTil rebels, I stay uiy failh on the certainty that 
God is good, and does not wiUiu.gly afflict the chil- 
dren of men. It is not without stcoug wrestlings 
tkat donbt and murmurings are put under my feet, 
and I am enabled (o struggle up into the purer 
atmosphere of faitij." 

A litde later he writes : ~ 

' It IB a difficult mattei for me to dri^ my *4t 
fi m the sohtule of my chamljer Anl >et I 
doubt if iny humm Lea t was e^ei moie h mgij 
for sj mpithy iii 1 comi ini i dhip than la mine 
When m the s tciely oi my fiiends, I im constious 
of deriving a leal benefit fi m the contact of mmd 
with mind but ngain at iiome I 'tettle iiifo tlio old 
giooies and s.eom to Jjck the al litj to litt m}ielf 

I carry about with me the memoiy of 63 manj 

sorrows (li»t it t>eem^ almost a, nittig foi me to 

enttr vi} social ciitle My pieseuce seems inom- 
alous Etnd discordant. 

And again: — 

" Ton ask about my religion. I was reared a 
Presbyterian, a Puritan of the Puritans ; but though 
I know that that faith has cradled many earnest and 
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saintly souls, I am glad tliat my matiiriiy brought 
mo emancipation from iia dogmas. I would apeak 
teuderly of its devotees, nor «udei value their worth, 
but the time has long gone by when I could accept 
their faith, which seems to me a libel alike upon 
God's wisdom and beneficence. 

" I think the aspect of my life has changed some- 
what since you first knew me. It could hai'dly be 
otherwise. The world does not seem quite the same 
at fifty that it did at ihirty-five. Seen througli my 
sjiectacles it is sad enough truly, and yet full of 
beauty and promise. I see, in spite of ignorance 
and undevelopmenl, manifold projibecios. of the 
world's regeneration. I have faith in Gtod, and 
thei-efore I have liiith in man— feith in God's 
pm poses, and man's possibilities. For the rest, I 
am pi'obably more thoHghlfui, a little saddei-, but 
whetlier more veiigious I can hardly stiy, I am 
not sure that I am religious at al!, as you would 
define the term, though I am conscious of some as- 
pii'ations for the diviue life, some reaching of the 
soul after God. Religious conversation, manly and 
cheerful in its tone, wilhout any solemn whine or 
holy snuffle, is very agreeable and refreshing to me. 
I tiiink that the legitimate themes of religious talk 
are full of sweetness, of tenderness, of gladness, and 
of iospiration. My own faith is lo me veiy beauti- 
ful and full of help; but speculative ojilnions have 
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less 1,0 do I fancy with tile religious life tliari many 
suppose. To bflieve in. Goil as tlie all loving 
Father, to fili our lives with the divine life ;ia it 
was levealed in Jesus, this is more than any creed 
or ritual, and men of the most diverse opinions 
may nnite in this living faith. To my mind the 
true cliurch embiaces all forms of faith into which 
enters the love of humanity." 

" In a woi'id tliat holds so many noble nafui'eR, 
with angels circling us, and the perpetual miiiiati'y 
of beauty in nature and art, it should be very hard 
for U3 to live basely or to think meanly. The 
mountiniis with their revelations of sublimity rebuke 
us, the ocean peals its evei'lasting condemnation in 
our eai'S, while stars and flowers remonstrate with 
us, if we entertain thoughts unworthy of our sur- 
roundings, 01' debase, by low desires, the natures 
which God has so royally endowed." 

" I love to breathe the air with noble spirits that 
dwell in the light of God's love, and are calm with 
His great peace ; to be suiTounded by jirim^ly na- 
tures, noi because I am good, but because I would 
become so ; not that I am noble, but beuauae J 
desiie to purge my nature of all meanness. I thank 
God that He has kept alive in my heart tJiis desire 
for the companionship of pure and noble natures J 
and that my own grows braver and stronger tliTOUgh 
their miuiatry. I cannot afford the companionship 
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of mean and groveling natures.. Let mo, rnther. 
even thuugli I feel relDiiked by their pm'ity, be 
compauioiied by (lie good, whose lives are fragrant 
with moral courage, hope, and aspiration. Thpy im- 
part to me, at least, the grai« of shame for my 
owa shortcomings and imperfections, atid so sting 
me into efforts for a helter life" 

The fnllowing describes liim ranst truly: — 

"I hope my dear friend that you will not fulfill 
your threat of frying the effect of ' a spicy little 
quarrel ' with me ; for I do not think I am what 
you would call ' a nice person to quarrel with.' Not 
tliat I am particnlai'ly malevolent, or enduring in 
my resentments, or at all revengeful, but 1 am ^X' 
trevtely sensitive^ and though I may seem to take an 
affront very quietly, I remember, because 1 cannot 
forget it. The hurt that may seem to others so 
slight as to be no hurt at all, may leave a deep 
wound which half a life-time cannot beai. To-day 
I feel sore when I remember an unkind wo I'd 
spoken to me more than forty years ago. It stung 
me then, and the memory stings me yet.'' 

And this : — 

" Human love is still the ladder by which we 
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mniiiif to an apprebc 11*^1011 of GoiVs luYe. How can 
we know anything of love except tbroiigh our 
human relationships ? Only when we comprehend 
love, and our relation to God, do we begin to 
comprehend His love to ns. Happiness may not he 
essential lo onr spiritual gi'owth, rjor yet sorrow, but 
lovo is. A heart famished for love grows lean in 
all its best attributes through that great want. A 
human soul, to live nobly, needs a love that will 
bless it, not simply with repose (for that may be 
founci in apathy), but with high thoughts and noble 
aspirations. Love is a religion. If it is less, it is 
less than love. It is a Saviour fiiat comos always 
with the great gift of redemption. Wlien we nte 
conscious that our souls are struggling heavenward 
as plants and trtes grow towai-ds tlie light, then be 
sure lie Christ has come to us once again with 
His redeeming lov*. 1 -most believe with you, that 
by all means, by soitow and loss, by joy and the 
fmition of chei'ished hopes, tlie process of education 
goes on, and that not even sin is omitted from that 
great corps of teacfhers." 

Speaking of his political work in the fall of 1864 
he says : — 

" Public speaking, added to the duties of my 
office, tax me somewhat heavily ; but as a friend 
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of liberty and all whicl) it involves, I cannot do 
less ihaii my utmoat lo secure the reeleutiou of Mr. 
Lincoln : as a friend of my counlry and all for which 
it has fitood in the past, and the broader good for 
which I trust it is destined to stand in the fuiure, 
I cannot shiik the responsibility of the hour. But I 
did work a little too hard last week. On Wednes- 
day evening I addressed an audience of thvee thou- 
sand persons in Patteraon, speaking an hour and 
forty minutes, and the next evening I spoke at 
Passaic for two hours and a quarter, and on Friday 
evening addressed an out-door meeting in Brook- 
lyn. That was the hardest of all, and hurt me mo^t. 
Hereafter I shall endeavor lo limit myaelf more 
rigidly: but the occasion is so august, the crisis of 
the country so solemn, and the themes demanding 
discussion so inspiring, that standing before a large 
and eager audience I am very apt to forget every- 
thing relating to myself," 

It was just this foi getfulness of self, this doing 
with all iiis might the work tiiat came to iiand, 
without ever stopping to think whether he was 
able to do it, that at length wore out tlie strong 
frame, exhausted the vital energies, and stilled the 
pulsations of tlie brave heart so true to all high 
impulses, so devoted to humanity. During the 
spring and Rumnier of lyCS hif health was poor, 
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Uioiigli lio continued to discharge his ofiicjiil duties 
with liitlu i»ten-iiptioii. In St-ptember of tliiit year 
I became his wife ; aud luukijig back, aided by my 
latei- experieDce, I can &ee that during tlie year 
preceding ouj- marriage he suffereil repeated attiiclia 
of the malady which canaed liia death, though he 
was entirely ignorant of their nature, iind fancied 
Ihat he only needed a few weeks' rest to restore 
him to peifect henhh. 

A brief respite frocn the duties of his office ami 
the new interests tliat came into liis life Heemed to 
have a beneficial effect ; his health improved rapidly, 
and at lengih seemed almost perfectly reestablished ; 
but the hiibit of overwork was fixed upon him, and 
at a time when rest and proper care might have 
ensured to him many years of valuable lite, he took 
neither, neglected the warnings which he had re- 
ceived, and made recovery impossible. He became 
the New York coi-i'espondent of several newspapers, 
and after spending tlie day in hard work, went home 
to a six o'clock dinner and a long evening of liter- 
ary work. Looking over the record of the four 

paper conesponJenee. poems, lectures, and notes for 
political speeches, I wonder how it was possible for 
him in addition to the duties of his office, — which 
was no sinecure, — to accomplish bo much. Nut one 
who dashed off a poem or letter ,!t a sifting and 
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without effort, but a conscientious worker, never 
SBtisfied with less than his best, his literaiy efforte 
were ill no sense pastime, but real, downriglit work. 
He was so constituted that he liad no choice but 
to put his best and his utmost into whatever he 
did. 

Associated with all the evenings at home is the 
memory of the stui-dy figure and silvered head 
bending over the accustomed portfolio, and sui-- 
rounded by books and papers. At his work before 
breakfast in the morning, he continued it till it was 
time to go to his office, and returning in the after- 
Doon, was at once absorbed iu it again as if he had 
never left it. And yet he was iio recluso ; he had 
a genial welcome for every comer ; he was the sotil 
of hospitality, and for wit and repartee I have never 
known hia equal. To believe in ihe good time 
coming and to hasten it by all means at his com- 
mand, to say pleasant things to and about people 
nad to help those who needed help, were necessities 
of his nature. His excessive modesty prevented his 
deriving that satisfaction from his litei'ary work that 
it ought to have afforded him and which it con- 
stanlly did afford to others. In a letter to a friend 
who had spoken, warmly of one of his poems, he 



" So you liked the 
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member that I do not daim to be 3 poet. Were 
it not for a few who love me, and who, because 
they love me, take pleasure in my verse, I should 
never attempt another Une. I am ofwa amazed 
at my own assurance in writing, it looks so like 
presumption ; as if I wouU throst myself into the 
company of inspired souls, witii no power to speak 
the ' Open Sesame ' which can alone admit one to 
their august companionship. But indeed I do not 
claim to be of their guild." 

This modesty wouM aeem like afiectatioa in one 
less sincere than Mr. Burleigh, but with him no 
expression was more honest. His ideal was so liigh 
that liis performance constantly fell below it, and it 
was always his habit to hold himself to his own 
ideal, rather than to Ihe standard of other men's 
performance. 

Occupied with the other gi-eat reforms of the 
day, he had given little attention to the subject of 
woman's rights till within two years of his death, 
" Wljy do you never atlempt to convert me ? " he 
once said good-hu mo redly, when I was discussing 
the question with a Western editor who was our 
guest. " ! there ia no need," I replied, " for the 
subject is becoming so prominent that you will soon 
be compelled to think about it, and when you do, 
as you are a just man, 1 kuow where you must 
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Ill July of 1869 he wrote me : — 

" Tlio ' Tiibune ' proiiounceB your Saratoga conven- 
tion n success. I hope it will prove so in if results. 
The papers talk absurdly as usual about women not 
wanting to vote : but wliat has that to ilo with the 
duty of removing the re'itriction on tlie ballot ? 
That some womeu waat to vote is evident, and if 
but one wished to exercise this right, and her sex 
was the only legal obstacle, it wouhl be tyranny to 
withhold it from her. If men cannot command bet- 
ter arguments against the enfi'anch'isement of women 
than they have yet used, they had belter let the case 
go agiiinst them by defiiult. I am a little ashamed 
of their puerility, begging pardon of the children. 
I am not an advocate of woman's sufflage from 
reading (he arguments in its favor, but from reading 
those opposed to it. They have so utterly failed, 
logically and morally, that I was compelled fo accept 
the position which I now hold, that of a believer 
in woman suffrage." 

It was entirely through Mr. Burleigh's influence 
that I entered upon my own public work in behalf 
of woman, and it was his dying admonition that I 
should continue it. No man had a more fender 
and i-everent apprc:'iation of woman's nature than 
he, and as her cau.se was the latest which he 
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e'.pou'ioil, iie bronglit to its advoeaoy all tliat was 
uoblest in him, the best results of a lijie manlmod. 
I cannot refrain fi-om giving a few exti'acts from 
some of the last letters that he ever wiote, showing 
how beautiful and tender was liia thought on this 
snbjeet : — 

" Our praise of woman is more jual than our 
censure; I am inclined to think we should praise 
her mora and censnre her less if we uudevf-tood her 

"I grieve at the injustice of men to wuraen, hut 
I mnst think it is owing in a great measuie to 
their not uuderstaniling ihem. I lung fur such an 
education of the sexes as will make lliem leally 
aoqnainted with each other." 

" There is no tenderness so rich and iwuet and 
healing as the tenderness of woman. When I think 
of her mLni^tr^llLon I long to uuaay eveij harsh ur 
impatient word that I ever uttered to or of a 
woman." '' The noble women whom I have known 
have been to me at once a prophecy of the future 
of humanity, and ihe highest revelalion of God." 

He took a lively interest in S'lrosi'' a'ji! the 
Brooklyn Woman's Club, and was the honored friend 
of both. Dm'ing the last weeks of liis life there 
was larejy a day that both organizations were not 
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lepreseiitcl by flower- m his loom inl it lis 
fuiioial t!ie whnle cbuich was nude fix„i<«ii lud 
bdmiful by iheii abundance For ihe sike of Mr 
Burleighs personal fneiids I would ghdly lell the 
story of the lint eigbleen months of bis lib, Biit 
they wilJ paadtn me, and understand why I do not 
A meie sketch mu«t sufhce 

In Augu'it of IbG'l there was ■* rLCuiieice of the 
epileptic Utaoka fiom winch for mr it. than thiee 
ye'ira he had been entirelj fiee Nl ther he nor any 
membei of the ftmily had any idea of then nature 
nor did his [jhysiciiin enlighten them till the foUtwiug 
Januiiy when i veiy aeveie one, folljwod by gieit 
and coiitmui-d piostntion, made luither conceilratnt 
impossible To the hour of his deilh Mi Bur- 
leigh had BO lUBpition of the real ii iture ot bis 
disease, but fancied that he was suffering fiom o^er 
woik and (hat i shott period of rest would le&tore 

In January, 1870, he was removed from the office 
whose duties he had so fntbfully di oliarjfed, to make 
lOom foi one of GtOVPruor Hoffman s aj.; jinlees, ^nd 
early m the spring follow mg we w» nt into (he 
countiy, wheie we renuined til! November Sboitlj 
before leaiiug town Mr Buileigh was made htppy 
by reeemn^ a visit from his old tnend and co 
woiker, John & Wl it tier Eeferring to this visit 
lu i lettei iLLLneil ^into his tlejlh, Mi W hiiliei 
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says : " How glad I am that I saw liini last spring, 
I hail heard that his health was feeble, hut he 
seemed so hright. genial, and happy, that I never 
dreamed of his passing on before me." 

In the course of the Sjuramer we spent some days 
at Gerrit Smith's, and it was delightful to hear the 
two veteran reformers discuss the people and inci- 
dents of the early auti slavery times. At a picnic one 
afiernooQ we met the Eev. Samuel J, May, between 
whom and Mr. Curleigh a strung attachment exi&ied. 
They strullod away together fur a long t^Ik, and 
Mr. Burleigh recurred to it many times as oae of 
the delightful episodes of (he summer. Able to do 
very little reading or literary work, he gave him- 
self up to the enjoyment of the heautiful world 
about him. He took long walks over the hills, ex- 
plored the woods and ravines, or sat by the hour 
together under the maples in front of the !iouse, 
sometimes playing with the year-old baby, and at 
others drinking in the song of the birds, or the 
rustle of the wind among the houghs. " It is all 
so beautiful,"' ho used to say, lii"* eyes sometimes 
filling with tears as he drault in the hcene and feit 
its peaceful influence 

Never did his cheerful sunny nature flad fuller 
expression than during this last summer of his life, 
when day hy day he was descending into thp valley 
whose shadows were snon to hide hira from our 
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Ag\m iQ l]i> raatuut\, hi'' chiinter enltu^'Lcl, up- 
bfted, halloiveil bj I11& large and vaued oxpeiiKnce 
He was ceitaiuly one of the most cliUd-like peisons 
I evei knew He eujojeil like a child, — Iiis futh, 
simplicity, and ti ust were cluld-hke, but united wLth 
raie wisdom, cultuie, and experience 

Tins was fhe last (ime he left home Ectuinmg, 
his ftreiigfh failed lapidly, and he wa"! moie and 
moie confined to his room In FehiUiiiy, being in- 
\iteil to attend the &ilvei wedding of fcome old 
fiieiids lit fejiacuse, the sime it whose house I hiat 
met him he responded in the following pi ijful 
mniinei — 

On this auspicious day, could all my ni'dies 

Thit peace be youi^, ind hippinesa and hcilth, 

AssiimP the vaiied foiras of silver diahea, 

Huw would your tables ghttei with then wealth 

But -Jnce no sprite cin wotk this (rinsfoimation, 
I send m> simple bleasing in this ihyuie, 

With heartj loie and honest ■wlmiration 

Tliat stdl glows Btrongei with the p using time 

Maj the good angels evermore attend you, 

And make yoni days ill beautilul and fair , 
And since no other silver can I send jou, 

1 seal a loik ot ray own silver hau 
He snffLied little it anj time duinig his illne s 
exippt tho li»sitide of exticme we^l!nt:'^•l, iiid was 
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so 1 u^ht -^nd cleeiful thit the fiieiid^ nl i cnllel 
to see liim could hiiiJly pefiiade tliem'-elveo that 
he was senously ill It wis not till within a neek 
of hi? deith that he himselt beciiiiie awaie of his 
coiiilitioii He WHS the iist to speik of it for 
thfigh hi? biotleis weie with him, aiil his pastoi 
John W ChadwicU, — for whom he h^d almost a 
fatherly affection, — called often to see him we all 
felt (hit his whole life haH bem a piepaiafioo for 
his deitii, ind thai it was not impoit.iiit that the 
subject should be thrust upon his ftitention even 
though he should paas a«ay with no recognition of 
the iact (hat he was going Had he gone withouf 
a Koid of fiieweil, we nho were left should have 
felt the lo^', but we should have liad no fetis for 
him One who hal lived hi'! life could not be 
othemi'S than leady for the Mostei i call Wak- 
ing fiom a gentle sleep Ihe Monday mDiiiing befote 
he died, he ?aid "I "hall not be with yon much 
longei I want to ttill you abcut my affiius and 
make such aii'angemeuts as I can to help yiu lu 
the futute ' 

Foi as much as tno hnuis he tilkel n ih per 
feet coheience, eivu g dnections ml leaMi g mcs 
sages foi absent f lends When asked if he « is soiiy 
to go, he said "I had hopel foi a few moie jeais 
of \oik Life his been \eij beautiful to me in 
spit tt iiaiij jiiows buf I I now tint il dtus not 
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Mr. Cliadwick's sei-mon was from Ilio test, " Now 
ai-e we happier tliaii wlien we bplievad," 'unl i-uii- 
cluded as folluws : — 

"I cannot let you ga this morning without once 
more awakening in your grateful remembrance the 
thought of one who always loved to be in our <is- 
semijly, but whose kindly face we shall not see again 
I might draw miiny lessons for you from his life, 
so brave and beautiful, so patient, still, and strong. 
But I will oidy say that he was sueh a man as 
this morning I have been saying that we all ought 
to be. He was no bigot, he was no dogmatist ; he 
kept his mi;id open and hospitable, and so enier- 
laiiied many angelic thoughts which the shut floors 
of other minds esclnde. From faith to faith, such 
was his progress from the beginning; to the end. 
He never tliought he had enough of God. he was 
a seeker to the last, holding his views aubject to 
constant revision. The convictions of his early man- 
hood, as he gi-ew older, failed to satisfy his growing 
mind. He did not try to make them, but waited 
the comitig iiispiratiou. He went forth like Abra- 
ham, not knowing whither he went ; he only knew 
that the truth was loading him. He got farther 
and farther away from the conventional methods of 
religion, but now was his salvation neai'er than when 
he believed. It earae to him in a new faith in 
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God and man ; in a now Jn t> I i th moit differ- 
ent opinions from liia own ri ■* new love foi every 
Jiving tiling, — aye, and fo th ng? not In g — for 
lie loved everything, from rocks woods and waters, 
up to truth and God." 
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Unflnished work, let fiill Itom dying bands, 

Has deeper ineraiugs than me voiced ia \b 
Fdr blooms, whose fruitago ia in brightci- lar 
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CALLED HOME. 

A NOBLE Soul, that nobly did aapire, 

Still slruggliag upwiu'd like imprisoned fire, 

Has heard the Mastei's mandate, " Come up higher ! " 

And from its shattered tenement of clay 
It sprang, and soared exultingly away, 
Soaring and -singing in Eternal Day, — 

Gkd, thus to leave the fettera it had woni ; 
Glad, tliiis to I'ise on angel -pinion a borne, 
Up to the Golden Palaces of Morn ! 

It is best so ! — tiie shadows of the Night 

Furl from our sky — for £iith is more than sight, 

And this great Soul was kindred with the Lii;ht, 

And walked in light, made lustrous by its sheen. 
And kept, unsullied by the false and mean, 
The pure, white veaturo of its maiiliood clean. 
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2 CALLED HOME. 

Life's battle's fought : and now, the victoi-'s palm 
Thi3 wclcorao liorae, tlie everlasting ciilm. 
The ci'own of ti'iiimpli, and the choral psalni ! 

What would we more ? In faith we lift our e; 
While a Voice whispere from the opening skies, 
" He lives, embosomed in Cfod's aaiictities ! " 
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THE TRUE FAITH. 



I DEEJi his faith tlie best 
Who daily puta it into loving deeds 
Done tor tlie poor, the sorrowing, the 

For these are more than creeds 
And, though our blinded reason oft may e 
The heart that loves is faith's interpreter. 



The schoolman's subtle skill 
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4 THE TRUE FAITH. 

Such faith, sucli love are thine ' 
Creeils may be fiilse — it best, mi'fuiiderstojd ; 
But whoso reads the autograph divine 

Of GocMjness doing good 
Need never err therein come liic ciniL deith, 
It copies His — tbe Chi ^t of Nazareth ' 
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MAGDALENA. 

Too perilously beautiful ! The world 

For her had snares and pitfalls numberless, 

And if she fell — 

Nay, hide not witli an if, 
The hai-d, blaek fact, the sum of her distress. 
Toppling her headlong from love's dizzying cliff, 
Down — down — despairing — to shame's lowest hell, 
Where eveiy memory is a pang! She fell! 

Ask not what radiant hopes with Iier were burled 
To that abyss, never to bloom again ; 
What hearts, made atheist, in extremest woe 
Asked, " h ikere a just God ? " and answered, " No ! " 
What eyes, teai--blinded, looked for Heaven in vain, 
Seeing that lurid horror everywhere, — 
Above, around, — that smote them with its giare, 
TQI death shut down their lids and gave tliem rest. 

ShR fell, poor Magdalena ! God, not I — 
God, who knows all things, knows the bow and 
why; 
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6 maGdalena. 

Kiiows, too, how long she strove, while Koro bi.'sol ; 
How strong, temptation; how sincere, regret; 
What tears of penitence, from day to day. 
Have washed the ain-staina from her aoul away ; 
What pardoning mercy, haply, halh been given, 
In whose sweet peace she catches gleama of Heaven ; 
And feels hovv He can bless, while eiring man 
With acorii would bla'^t hpr, and with curses ban. 

ftliatp'er bhe is, scoiRng Pharisee! 

Whate'er, world-damned and Io'*t, she yet may be — 

Whether, grown reckless in her great despair, 

Slie flouts all scorn, all paths of sin shall dai'e ; 

Or, blotting out the past with bitter tears, 

Oive to contrition all her future years — 

Eemember this (and if thine arms caress 

A child so dowefed with dangerous loveliness. 

Ask thou that God will keep and shelter her, 

And O, be pitiful to all who err!) — 

Once, she was innocent! Ah, well-a-dayl 

How dirge-like sounds that once, — a funeral wail 

Voiced in one word, since prayers nor tears avail 

To build anew life's Eden swept away 

By the strong floods of passion! Once, nor guile. 

Nor sinful wish, nor perilous desire, 

Nor love consuming with erotic fire, 

Divelt in hot- heart, the home of joy erewhile, 

Of joy and chastity and sweet content. 
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MAGDALENA, 7 

And SO her sixteenth summer cnme and wenf. 
Songn lippled from her lips, and listening birda. 
Her glad companions, sung to mock her words ; 
And file wildwood fluwers caught a lovelier dye 
Fi'um the warm sunshine of her laughing ej'e ; 
And gleeful children plucked her gnrment's Lem 
To ask for stories or a rora|j with them ; 
And ^ery Nature, one would almost guess. 
Thrilled, aa if sentient, to lier loveliness. 

Seventeen bright yeais, whose every passing hour 
Some gift of beauty, or of bliss some dower 
Brought for her sweet acceptance — and she stood, 
Eager, upon the edge of womanhood. 
Filled with vague yearnings and prophetic feais, 
That flushed hfer cheek and touched the fount uf 

tears ; 
A troubled joy whose meaning scarce she knew. 
Like fii-e electric thrilled her tliroagh and through : 
And soon the truth that lurked in tliat surpHse. 
Shone with its tender meanings from her eyes ; 
And thi' white billows of her heaving breast. 
Made the new power tliat swayed her manifest. 

Une lifh in manly grace, and richly dowered 
With giils of genius, on whom fate had showered 
Grold, fame, and all that gold and fame can bring, 
With vague philosophius, bewildering 
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8 MAGDALENA. 

Her I iiuiil t lei on, with delicious lies, 
Namel in our louitly Hngu)ge fliittenes. 
With yjws that seemed a worship, sought to tlirall 
Her he^it till then a stranger to lore's glow. 
His woids were watm witJi life, and sweet and low 
Dropped on hei eti — dropped, silver-musnal, 
Oo ber iinguiided soul, and waked at once 
Withiu lis depths such passionate response 
As told him she was /m—hee hw hia will, 
Hia, liv iig, dj ing — his foi good or ill 

Needs i ot t) lull with whit a aubtlp power 

He led her on in^ohel in d'\z£liu^ mist, 

To do, to be whatever he might list — 

A pietty toy foi passion's idle houi, 

A splendid trophy of his dev'h'.h lit, 

Two woids, condensmg »I1 she deemed, of hell, 

Sums tho sad sfoiy ol her lite — '/c Jf'U ' 

Awaked at length fiom the hewildeting dream 
That hid enthiilled hei senses, sliuddeiing 
She sees the seipents toil, and feela the "^ting 
Of due lemoise, that poui-s a fleiy stieam 
Of shtme aad horror, mguish ind despair. 
Through eveiy nerve \ni hi im and heart and soul ; 
Till heaven grows black above hei, and the air 
Quivei-s with one vast cui-^e, white biUonv roll 
Swells kule , neirer, t. if all thit hell 
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C loll of m mt ou t te lie 

W t! i d^J imi 1 e [ v 1 ml nla, 

Ho vie 1 ther fie ce 1 afe in one inathema 

III woimas ge tlo fice she read thu c irse 

On mini ood s 1 [ t as ch attere 1 n s o u 

And the yo i g chill en looked w th vo Ic ^ eyes, 

A tnere a mi el m G df unveise 

Tlat one so lo ely 8ho 11 le so fo lorn 

N y 11 th te w i 1 mil 1 t 1 er, 

E tl U h 1 h d d fi wers 

Al fltms dl ftoolb wers 



Before mine eyes k vision of the pa?t 
Comes with a beauty perfect and divine, 
Whose soothing spell is o'er my spirit cast. 
I seem to ti-ead the land whose evei'y sod 
Glows with the footsteps of the Son of God; 
To breathe tiie odorous air of Palestine, 
Where, 'mid her circling hills, set like a gem, 
Shines the fair city of Jerusalem. 
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10 MAGDALENA. 

N t f 1 W 1 k I mj f T 

N f th k 1 t t S 1 m 

R t t mil g J tly 

A 1 f 1 ly t th 1 3 

W th ced p 11 d t f f Id 

A d pi 1 m I and f Id 

R bed wbt-alhtl Hi ad — 

Tl M f S w — 1 ft mi 1 

Wl h m d Ii Ij tl gh H h 1 1 -e 

Amlttstl dl tolyl 1 1 

I thlkbwdh d Him t nd, 

C g 1 li 1 t ^h y tl > ; 

Wh 1 1 k yi U b a f ficfi 

\\ b 1 k h b th I d 1 jping 

^^ t li h 1 d b th tl bl M gUlene, 

\ 1 tl k I h t 1 tb aa ] 

See ! as He lifts his sad rebuking face, 

What scorn for them, for her what pitying grace 

Is in hia glance, which pierces through and through 

The thin disguises of hypocrisy — 

The iattered trulh that wraps the specious Ho — 

And all their hearts arc open to his view. 

Not harsh, nor loud, but cold and passionless, 
The words He speaks thoir mEilice to confound ; 
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" I^el him among yon 
Oast the Jirst i 
He writes again. 

Convicted by the stress 
Of the stern monitor that speaks wililiiii, 
Silently, one by one, they slink away 
Like evil spirits from the light of day. 
But 0, with what divinest tenderness 
His accents fall upon her soul and seri?e. 
Who wept hot teiirs of shame and penitence, 
The poor, wi'onged, sinning, sorrowing Magdaieti 
And sweet assurance to her spirit bore 
Of pardon, and of hope, and peace serene, — 
" I^or I rundemn thee ; go, and sin no mwe." 
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THE SPHYNX. 

Hey diddle diddL .' the cat and the fiddh ! 
Find me a Seer to read life's riddle / 
The sable crows fiy over the rivei' — 

And their glossy wings in the sunlight quiver, 

Evennore to their Caw / caw / 
As they wlieel and sink, or soar and luni ; 
But the wisest man cannot discern 
Of their life and motion the hidden laws, 
The why they fly, or the cause of their caws. 

Jle^ diddle diddle ! the cat and i!ie Jiddle ! 

Nature herself is an ungteessed riddle .' 

On the warm hill-side the grass gi-ows greenly 

While the showers of the May-time ftdl ; 
And the yellow (Jandelions throw 
O'er the meaiJows broad a golden glow ; 
But you cannot tell, for you do not know, 
'How the buds are bom, or the grasses grow, 
Or why by the stilly brook the lily, 
Stately and tall, looks over them all, 
With a regal [jrido,' serenely, queenly. 
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TEE SPBYNX. 18 

Tliat says aa plainly as words caa say, 
" I am queen of all the flowers of May, 
And by right of queenahip, willy nilly, 
Over them all assert my sway ! " 

Hey diddh diddle ' the cat and the fddh ! 
Man and hu mohies are aU a uddie ' 
In the human heirt, thit wondious thing. 
Mo* ed by many a hidden apnng 

To the noblest good or fho mcaiiest ill. 
What passions fieice or dirk iie born, — 
Lots and hafe and fe'ii and tcom — 

To loid it over the mighty will. 
And m d.e then parent the veriest slave 
Thit e^ei cnwlel to i vassal giave' 
You may trice then track by the gloom or glow 
That ovei the path of life thej thiow; 
But wl ence they come oi whithei they go, 
Ytu cannot tell tor jou do i ot know ! 

Hey diddle diddle ' ihe poi in I tite pd^e ! 
The henit u a wondei and life is a riddle! 
Alas ' hott little we kno v about 
The world within oi the woill without! 
t lom the '.ontient soul to the lifeless clod 
We can only see Ihey are very odd 
Mirvel aul que tion and search miy we, 
Ihit tlic credo ever ends in doubt; 
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14 THE SPHYffX. 

And we lura from the Now to the ilread To Be, 
Baffled ever by all wo see — 
Mystery witliin mysiei'y. 

Hmf diddle diddle ' the cat and the itddh ! 
The soul %s a tiddle mvohed in a nddleJ 
Then, moilal, rest your weaiy brain, 
Since all your cudgehngs aie in ^ain 
And know th'it the best pJulosophy yet 
Begins with " Don't " and ends with ' Pret ! " 
Beginning, middle, and end — "Dont fret!" 
Death will make the m)stery plain. 

And all thit la dark m a cle-^r light set ; 

And deith is certain so, don't fret ! 

Fussing and fuming disturb the brain, 
And dash with a«id the lactpal flow 
Ot human kindness, till eio jou know 
A pimd'ious cheese usurps the lJ^e^"t, 
Nightmiie y and heiry and Dulth at best. 

let the sable iiows fl^ ovci the mer, 

Let the glasses giow and the floweis bloom ever 

Obedient to an unknown law 
And lo'se and hate, and wiath and fear, 
lulhll their mission a tew diyt> heie 
fill then fDite IS spent, oi their wtik is done, 
Till we lie cold m the daik, dimp n uld. 
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THE SPBYNX. 

Till the song, is suDg and the tile is tokl, 
ADd tlie secret of life in death la won ! 
Hey diddle diddle ! the eat and the -fiddle ! 
Dmih only — the Seer — can t ead hje's riddle. 



.y Google 



SHELLEY. 

TiiY sli^lirlv emblem<! thee — liei gushing eong 
Flooding the heiiens with musn,, as away 
She soirs with glad heait in the dswning d-iy, 

Fanning the odoious an with pinion stiong, 
(Which to the (.hanting of the morning star 
Keeps rhythmic Iieit, np ghnoing ind aPii ,) 

Nor, to her wondionfe melody heloiig 

Wilder or sweeter note«, than fiom thy lyre 
Were flung hke jets of incandescent fiie 

To scathe, with its quick lightning, e^ery wi scg 

Prophet and poet thou' divinely gifted 

With hate ot hollow forms and hoary lies. 
And cieeds th<>t wall about old tyi Mimes 

And, hive the laiks, thy wondrous «ong wis lifted 
To gieet the new day nhich thv prestient eye 
Saw, eit. It edged with light the oiient sky. 

Or sent its thilleijge to the Heavenly Hills, — 
The (lay when Pearo shill all the nations spin, 
And Love and Truth — twin angels — dwell with 

What though, when battling with unnumbered ills, 
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SHELLEY. 17 

Some blows, struck blindly, missed their purposed 

Wounding sweet Truth ? Not ihine nlono the 
blame, 

But theirs who made her courts the ciiadel 
Of robber-lusls that preyed on human-kind, — 
Corrupt, false priests, blind leaders of the blind, 

Who paid to Heaven the sacrifli^ of Hell. 

So shall men bless thee for that righteous daiing 
Which, Irampling aucieiit Falsehood in the dust, 
Asked not " How old ? " but only, " Is it just ? " 

And spake good woi-ds of cheer for the despairing 
Who crouched beneath the crosier or the rod, 
And proved, by love of man, thy faith in God: 

For though thy Reason, held in Doubt's constraint, 
Stumbled atid groped 'mid shadows of the Night, 
Thy Love stood regnajit on the hills of Light, 

And made thee peer of Prophet and of Saint ! 
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EXPOSTULATION. 

" Like tkee, O stream ! to glida in solitude 
Noiselessly on, reflecting 8uii or atar, 
Unseen by man, iind from tlie great world's jar 

Kept evermore alnof — methiiiks 'twere good 

To livo thus lonely through the silent lapse 
Of my appointed time." Not wisely said. 
Unthinking Quietisc ! The brook liatli sped 

Its course for ages through the iuhtow gaps 
Of rifted hills and o'ev the reedy plain, 
Or 'mid the eteriial forests, not in vain : 

Tho grass moro greenly groweth on its brink, 
And lovelier flowers and richer fruits are there, 

And of its crystal waters myriads drink, 

That else wonld faint beneath the torrid air. 
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Till'] WP^AVEIt, 

Ceaseles'^lt tlie nearer, Time, 

Sitting at his mystn, Isom, 
Keeps Ins airowy shuttle flymg — 
Every tlireid antais oui djing 
And witii mel*nchuly cliime 
Very low ^D^I sad witln! 
Sings his "fokma malriTll 

As he weaves om Ihitad ff djjm 

" Mortals ' ' thus lie weaving hing% 

Bright (r duiL tbe i\eb shall he 
Af je ftill if all the tissue^ 
Bleudii g m h irmonious I'^t.ue'' 
Or (hscoidant colorings 
Time (he shuttle duves but yon 
Give to everj lUiead ita hue 
And elect ^uur deatiU) 

" God bestowed the shining warp 
Fill It with 11 bright a woof, 
And the whole shall ^low dmnoly 
As if HI u ht bj angeh hiif-U 
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TITK WEAVER. 

To tlie .iiu-ic of the harp; 
And the hleuiled colors be 
Like perfected harmony, 
Keeping evil things aloof, 

■' Eiivv, M'llite, Pride, and Ilite, 
Foulest jirogeuy of bni, 
Let not these the wefi entangle 
With then blind and funons wi angle, 
Marnng joni dinner fits. 
But with lose and deeds of good 
Be the web thioughont enhueil 
And the Pbrlect hhill je \nn 

Thus he iicgHth ^ety low, 

bitting at his mystic loom, 
And his shuttle std! is flying — 
Tbre^ by thread anears om dym^. 
Glows onr shioud with every throw, 
And the hue? of Hell or Heaven 
To eath thieid hy ua J,ie giien, 
As he wcm,9 nui weh (it d, on 
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FORGIVENESS. 

Bettbb in meekness aiid humility 

To bear the hate and spite of e^il men, 
When Obloquy unleashes from their deu 
His hungi-y houncb to vex and won-y thee. 
Than cliafe thy soul with anger, or to be 

Vengeful of wrongs inflicted. Gird around 
Thy soul Eeligion's meet philosophy, 

And wilh forgiveness heal ihe slanderer's wound ! 
So ehalt thou heap upon thine adversary 

Live coals of /iro — the kiiidlings of strong 

Love — 
Causing coniiition in his breast to move ; 
While thine own heart shall be a sanctuary 
For holy thoughts and aspirations high. 
And pure aifections which can never die! 
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AT NIAGARA. 

Here, where great tliouglits the spirit must oppress, 

Aud man should feel his utter nothingness. 

Awed by the voice that thuoders from thy flood, 

Sublimest cataract! to tell of God, 

Hushing our passions to repose, until 

Adoring silence all the sou! doth iiH, — 

Even here, sad marvel ! man can still be mean, 

And with the ribald oath, the jest obscene, 

Hate's scowl, and Envy's leer, and Pride's gnmace, 

Profane thy sanctities, awful Place ! 
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AT NIAGARA. 23 

Filled with reveiiliuga of Almighty power, 
Man can be vile, the slave of low Ae^ii-es, 
Consuming life in Passion's hell-lit fii-es. 
And, all-forgetful of the soiil'a high bii-th, 
Starve, and debiise, and chain it to the eaith, 
Hope not that here, where from the precipice 
Niagara plunges to t!ie dread abyss, 
With thunder-anthem npwai'd and afar 
Sent, rill the fii'm hills tremble fo the jar, 
While o'er the wild turmoil the vapory tiir 
Gleams gloHous with the rainbow quiveiing there, 
Hope not that here, his heart will reverent see. 
In the dread scene, God's might and majesty : 
Stil! mean and groveling, Piissioii's willing thrall, 
His sottish sense dims and belittles all. 

Not thus, God ! not thus would I behold 

This vision of Thy glories manifold! 

T would be better, nobler, having stood 

Thus face to face with thy majestic flood. 

I would be purer, holier fiom to-day. 

That I have known the baptism of its spray ! 

And bear away, transfusing soul and sense, 

Its awful beauty and magDificenco ; 

And Lear, at mom and night, on land and sea. 

Its everlasting voice proclaiming Thee, 

Till all my being shall become divine. 

And all my thoughts shall brightly miiTor Thine. 
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LIFE. 

Life, i tl e y 1 tv 1 

Thor pv/e e-dualess anl le^ti tie goal 
"Whe e t red of ta comit omh i tie so 1 
Throws otF t vor hie s clay a weary loftl 
And — mo we k ow not tho gh of aboc3e 
Conje t r t -nn es i tl o sand die dreims 
AJl vig e Ike "vnl lam so Ke'won leems. 
Life, sijs tie Clnstian 9 a g f t besto Tel 

By tl e All Good who b Is us e ta I o ra 
Wisely as 8t II they pass on ap d n^ 
And ea h si all s pec 1 ar 1 less ng 1 ang 

In jeace f n nl and renoi'ated powers 
Thus I ye, an 1 D atl hllvni I Lt n iin, 
Since his brief tiiurnph is thuie eiidk=? gain I 
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WEEP NOT FOR THE DEAD. 

O W1.C1 not ioi tilt, dead, whose life is hid 

^^!{h the deii Lord of life hut let joui te,ii- 
Flow foi the liTing, — for the girt with feus 
And cues and striows, waiidereis antid 

Eaiths Bnaiea and pitfalls, whom the Fates tui'li 
To re'^t from toil for lonj laboiioua yein, 
Foi whom no guLdmg star of hope appeals 
To hght tlie gloomy pathways which they thnd. 

But foi the hoi} dead, their lest i^ sure ' 
Iiials lemptalioiis, paius with them ire oei 
Heait ache despair, they know, tli mk G rt ' 

But t'lste a bhss all perfect and lecuie 
Weep li 1 the living ' for hetwet tj tl en '.oul 
And iiLiien, htw many a tu bid tciient lolN 
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BEAUTY. 

Beauty can never tile, Tlie Linted clieek 
May lose its delicate color, iiiiil tlm brow 
Be lined vritli records of the waning yeai-s ; 
The eye forget its lusfre, and tlie voice 
Flow forlli no more in music; Age may bow 
The lithe elastic form, weigii down (he step. 
And sprinkle thick the sunny locks with gray ; 
Heait-ache, Disease, and Death may eat-li in tun 
Rack the poor frame and thrill the iiuivcrl 

Till not a line of outward grace remains, — 
Yet not one ray of that internal fire 
Which is the life of beauty, and its soul. 
Shall e'er be quenched or dimmed ! It Hvelh or 
The same ethereal essence ; chance nor chiin<;e 
Can pale its light, nor niav its pei-fectmess. 
Tlie gift of Gtod, eternal as Himself, 
It grows in glory as its years 
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TO MARY DAWSON. 

Yeaes liave gono by since last I saw thj fiico, 
Since last I heard thy low, sweet, solemn voice, 
Whose very tones said " Hope, but not rejoice ! ' 
Yet still my heai-t has treasured the meek gnioe 
That companied thy life, and made ihe air 
Around thee fragi-ant with the breath of prayei'. 
And thongli I know not liow thy dwelling-place. 
Nor even may hope that licnccfortli thoiiglit c 

Will lean towai-da me, or encircle mine, 
I cannot if I would (nor would) era.«6 

Thine image fi'Om my soul ; but rather pray 
Tiiat it3 still beauty ever more and more 
May fill my being, till this life is o'er, 

And wo shall meet in heaveu's unclouded day ! 
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THE LESSON. 

When Cliarles tbe Heiirtless (not the heacilesa) 

reigned, 
And many a wit his gift of verse profaned, 
Making of song the miaister of crime, 
And veiUng beauty with corruption's slime ; 
All, who from Itiug or court would favor win. 
Plunged in the whirl of fashionable sin ; 
For License ruled with undisputed sway, 
And Truth mid Righteousness became a prey. 

Tet one, aloof from all the Court's wild glare. 

The shadow resting on his thin white hair, 

Blind, old, and poor, the butt of ridicule 

For pampered witlings, deemed half mad, half fnol. 

As ruffled rake and wanton flaunted by, 

Lived, with his own grand thoughts for company. 

Asking no favor from the Vicious Great, 

Scorning alike their friendship and their hate. 

A proud, brave, true, and downright-honest man, 

A friend of Cromwell, and a Puritan. 

Blind, old, and poor ! But lo ! those sightless 
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THK LESSON. 29 

Kindle rt with glearns from Upper Paradise, 
And on his ear fell fragments of the hymn 
Sung by archangels and by seraphim, 
"What time they bent above their golden lyres, 
With radiant fingers flushing through the wives, 
And atar-crowned hosts responded in accoi'd, 

" O, HOLT, HOLY, HOLT IS THE LoRD ! " 

With patient toil, tisinalating Heaven's sublime 
To the dull languages of Earth and Time, 
He still pursued his theme, and, Hay by day 
Built the strong verse no years shall sweejj away ; 
Kor, anxious, asked the verdict of the schools, 
Nor feared the frowns of parasites and fools ; 
Content to wait till Fame, remoi-aeful grown. 
For past injustice richly should atone, 
And, stern avenger of an age's wrong. 
Crown him the peerless of the Sons of song I 

The kmgs buffjons have laughed themsehes may; 
The gay com t wits and veisers — nheri, iie they? 
Who now remember* then salacious 1h7m.es 
Then tmorous songs, mdecent as their times, 
PHy ole anac eontic b^g^telle — 
All spaikling with tie pliosphoiu^ of Ileli'' 
Haply '(me fii^jments Jounl m dusty njok« 
Wheie Bibliomani* bides his cobwebhed looks 
Arieit at time" the intiquimn^ e^e 
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30 THE LESSOy. 

And will a laugh, t-oou stiflud by a sigh; 
Then back once more to dust and darkness fall, 
To feed the mice or moths ; and thia is all ! 
The ryst forgot (alike the gold and dross), 
And the woi'ld rieher, douhtle&s, for the loss ! 

But the blind Poet, who, 'mid scuffs and jeers, 
Toileii on, appealing to the TJnbora Years, 
And turned, in childlike fiiith, his sightless ejes 
To catch the gleam of far Eternities, 
And heard, like murmurs of some mighty sea. 
The piausive voice of peoples yet to be, 
Swelling adowu the corridors of Time 
With crescent powei' and meanings more sublime, 
iSi'H lives ! for cenHu'ies brighten hia renown. 
And add new lustre lo his aureate crown ; 
Nor can Oblivion, from the ward of Fiiine, 
Steal the least ray that gilda our Milton's name 
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Not always do the ^ood die earliest 

Though when then light it, tUeu fiom oui !> 
Too oft with lebel thought ive quL tifn nl j 

Feeling that eirth was all too bnghtlv ble«t 

With their aeieoest ladnnce ' To thy rest 
TUoH welt not bidden ni tliH |,oli3en piime 
Of ihy young yeus ere on the ntioU of Time 

Thy name wai pi teed champion ot the opjiestl' 
But amplei space wis gi^en thee to hll 
With holy deeds wr< ught with a loving mil 

And solemn utterance of j,:eat truths wh di mike 
The iLeiila that heed them better If legiet 
Dwells m our soul", »nJ teaii our eyelids wet 

They wioiis not (Ace' nor till foi thy deii Hike 



The Iwing claim our grief, since thou, whose lift! 
Chimed ever wilh the beautiful and ti'ue, 
And shed o'er earth a Paradisean hue, 
ria't vaiiisiied suddenly, while yet the strife 
Of Rifllit with Wrong through all the land is rife, 



.y Google 



32 CHANNING. 

Ami ati'oiig hearts tbrill responsive to the c:ill 
Of Fieedom to hor children ! Thou didst fall. 

Not where the clamorous drum and shrieking fife 
Called to the dreadful carnival of war, 
But in a moral conflict nohler far, 

Wielding no weapon, but the truth in love. 

Woe! that the fainting soul no more may hear, 
When struggling with its douhla, thy words of 

Born of a faith whose eye ia fixed above ! 



But wliei'efore mourn ? Those woi'ds ai'e living 

For Truth survives its champion ! — and, gone 

forth, 
Not in vain mission, still shall bless the earth, 
Though men and devils leagued, themselves shoidd 

set 
To stay its onward course ; o'er every let 
Eesistlesa shali it win its glorious way, 
Till Earth, new-taught its mandates to obey, 
Shakes off her ancient lies without regiel! 

Then shall tiy name be kiiowu as one whose 

creed 
Was "God is love!" pniLlamied in word and 
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Wliose sect — a noble few — " the pure in 
HEART ! " 
Who lived, while yet Earth's lowly way tlioii 

A life that rendered manifest the God 
Whom thou didst serve, and whose thou wasE anJ 

1S43, 
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GIFTED POK GiyiNG. 

riecl) \t have received, fieeJj giie 

Be true poet, lo youi gift divme ' 
Anil let your heart go throbbing through j mi lii 
Till it grows Vital with the life that bums 
In joy -Mid grie^ in fiith and doubt, by tuins. 
Add full complete es,piesaion gives to the^e 
In (he dear ringing of its cideucea ' 
Pour yoQi soul's ptssion thiough the tirle of '-on, 
Noi Ilk the pHuilits of the changeful lhion§ 
Sing aa the bud sing when the moinmg beam 
With geulle'.t touch iwikes it fiom its dream. 
And life md light, their motion ind then glow 
Guih through fhe song, with Qow aud oieifiow , 
Sing a? the Btreim sings, windms (hroiigh the ma: 
Of woods ind meidows with no thought of pi tise 
Its muimutous music or iii atoim oi ralm. 
Blending its low sweet notes with Natuies psalm 
&mg a^ the wind sing^, when the forest ttee^ 
Are vocil with its mystic melodies 
And ei£iy leaf hfts up ita tiny haip 
To answei fiiik in (dies diatiiict liid sharii 
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GIFTED FOR GIVING. 



And h f m udes 

F m M n mon hnn vin 

Th ang n h a y Ji r 



bh.ill wliispei thioiigh the spaces, tome vp knjhei 
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THE POET. 

Nd 1 \ iinbiti "htull |iof\n, \i theme'. 

Who tilks with aiigda iii hi" nightlj dreams 

And Lie^thes the air which gods ha\e made divine 

\ii(l t eidii the comt': of ladiant crysfilline 

No gioiellig p 113101 no lebasiog thought 

In the iioh teiiuie of his leisa be wrought 

No wmd to Irtud the villain"! mtin suroe'"' 

Or celebrate tiiuniphant wiokeJnes 

Though p-eans img and perples, neai anJ fir 

Pay then ovatioi a with ihe iou! huazii 

No meed oi praise to Power divorced fiom T uo ! 

Tiamfhuir tie law rf human biotheihood 

Noi smooth apokgiea in dwuticst ihjme 

For titled scoundiels md for gilded iiime 

Since all the goH tnd lionoia of the i^aith 

From his clear eye can hide not Hoiioi s le i th 

Of Nature's royal priesthood, he should bo 
Pure as her fountains, as her j'lYers free, 
Genial as light, beneficent as air, 
Loyal to Truth and Duty everywhere ; 
Sconiing all baseness, and iu virtue strong. 
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Tl u keep ng t II an 1 il e tal e a 1 n ei 

The p e wl te vesture of 1 s na 1 ol clean 

A 1 o e H ■«! fame •» d u o o tl i eaped-up 

gld 
P z ^ tie I no fe 1 1 e H 

Wlen Pove giovu olent w h ro heel 

Tread low the veak 1 ee 1 u,, tl e t pe ' 

Tl ou^h 1 «d n g ish 1 d w tl s PI 1 ics, 

Wlose no nftil calence &h ve a to tl e si es 

Then sho Id I s voice ntren ulo a t 1 cl ir 

S[ eak tl e bold word? thit F eedom lovea to 1 e — 

Si eak w th a to e a j ass onless as F,tte 

The I roi 1 et c rse ll at T n e 1 all v ndie te 

A d giv let n s leed tl e y in n e 

ri iutnole lelne 
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THE VISIONARY. 

Not 1 tl h t t If H 1 .^ 

111 id] 1 h h f fl 

Whos f eet d 1! 1 n I II 

Till th J 1 nk w li th l>e tt I 

And m 1 p 1 Ay 1 y 

Urpai i 1 ly 1 t It y 

What milt 1 SI g f J 

Eippl 1 y w h t b j f 

Or, th dd J, I d m w d 1 1 ^h ed 

The a;ldB helm tl hh trees, 

Miiki the h 1 bo h to d f , 

Weii-d 1ft [ u th g 1 l>el tv 

And 1 If 1 1 h h 1 cal b t 

On th ft £. f my ad t ft 

As tb 1 th d I f y j pi w! 1 — 

Each y 1 1 1 1 y 1 — 

Wbile t f, pt p m t d tl lis 

His e 7 ajil II 1 p t HU — 

Froin h m 11m h m 

Stroll tl f th b t 1 tl t J t m , 

And t f t tl t 1 1 f 11 W p 
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7RF. ViniONAllY. 39 

A wider circle and profouiidcr deep ; 

That hopes may ripeu into nobler acts. 

And glorious dreams become more glorious fjicts; 

That the world's beauty is divinely used 

When witli oar central being interfused, 

And bieathed abioad in lose and fiiiiti and zeiit, 

Whsse tii}le foicea blend foi humia weal 

Iliit as the landscape when the p<ill of Night 

FuiK f om the hills so, bio'tdei and nioie briglit 

Ou i fe must glow when k i died bi the smi 

TUt 1 e m in Uls n^s \\\ 1 itj doi e 
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A RHYME OF PETERBOEO. 

In Peterboro lived a man, 

Not very long ago, 
Wliose name, if I remember right, 

Was Smitb, — not John, nor Joe, 
But Gerrit ; 'tis quite possible 

You've heard, of him also. 

This Gerrit Smith had strange ideas 

Ho never learnt at sehool : 
For instance, that a mau, though black. 

Was better than a mule ; 
And treating folks like cattle, was 

Against the golden rule ; 

That selling babies from the arms 

Of mothers, was a sin, 
Which soon or late, as sure as fate. 

Its punishment would win ; 
Or else the Bible told a Jie, 

And wasn't worth a pin. 
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A RHYME OF PETERBOBO. 

But stranger tilings tJiis Gerrit Smith 
"Went preacliing dny and night: 

That love was more than sacraments, 
That right was more than might, 

And evil in the darkness wi-ought 
Would be revealed in light 

That not tho faHliionable garl). 

And not the bit of oarlh, 
Or small or largo, he elaiuied as his, 

Not learning, nor its dearth, 
Was the true measure of a man. 

But inwaivl, moral worth. 

And that, in spite of Taiying (Teedr 
Since fl-i'st the world began, 

Religion msant that every one 
Should love his fellow man, 

And keep unspotted from the world. 
Yet bless it all he ean. 

And BO he pleaded for tho slave, 
And strove to sot him free ; 

And battled with the wrong that niDhes.' 
Tho drunkard's misery? 

And good to all. and true to all 
He strove to do and he. 
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A RUYME OF PETEEBOEO. 

Small reverence had he for foj'ins, 
And less he thought of creeds 

Than that religion undefiled 
Tliat lives in loving i3eeds, 

And preaches to a sinful world 
By helping all its needs, 

iSo folks they eallet! him heretic, 

Fanatic, infidel, 
And various other pretty names. 

Including " child of hell ; " 
But what they meant by complimoiits 

Like these, I cannot tell. 

I only litiow, that in his home 

The very atmosphere 
Was fragrant with the soul of love 

That caateth out all feai', 
As if the heaven had stooped to earth, 

Or earth to heaven was near, 

I only know, that from his hand 
lie scattered more than gold 

Among the wretched and the poor 
In blessings manifold ; 

Nor half his helpful ministry 
In words can e'er he told 
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THE ANGEL OF THE HOME, 



I CAN believe that spirit-forms divine, 

St md evei close to tliine 
That not infief|uent to tbine eye is given 

Glimpses and gle-wns of Leaven 
And falls senphic music fiom the sphoies 

Upon thy listening ears 
While (jiods own peace with iti ^eiene lepo. 

Thioush m thy being flows 

Th)t angels walks 1 tU ea ih in (U^s tf }oi 

A fable seemi no more 
T can behevp that to the Palruichs lent 

In shininii gaib thej went, 
Bearing a blessin^r to his bed and boa i 

Fiom the dear, loving Loid 
And left, letmniag to then native skv 

V light thit cmnot die 

Foi all thU m = ch nnths aeems 1 \el ^t 
fs 111 tl T hie ex[ es el' 



.y Google 



44 THE ANGEL OF THE HOME. 

The stavi-y souls that walk the Hills of Light, 

Thau tliiiie ai'e not more white; 
Nor is their angel-ministry than thine 

More love-fraugbt and divine, 
As he can (ell who names in one word, " Wife .' " 

The Angel of his life ! 



To thee I can give nothing: my pool' verao 
FaJters to silence when it would rehearse 

Thy praises, and my reverence for thee, 
I can compel no words that may express 
My loving sense of all thy loveliness, 

And the large tender soul I therein fee. 
If angels love thee, 'tis but sisterly — 
They know tlieir kin ; and even our half-sealed 

eyes 
Can «ee thit eflliuicf of the uppei si les 
That robeo thy "^piiit with its pnutj 

Enough foi me that I la\e bieatlol the lir 
Of the sweet home th-it is tl y httnifi ahrine 
And a ^ht new glimp es of tht lift d i ine 

111 tl y deii lite that make that home =0 fair. 
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TO EMMA WILLAUD, 



; EIGD'IIETII BIltTIT-DAY. 



Through fmu'score years thy stream of life hath 

Not with vain flow ; for m its course are seen 
Fields fiHed with hai-vests, aand-waat«a clotlied 
with green, 

Tlie strength and beauty of thy benisoii ! 

For aoble wiis tliy work, and Dobly done ; 
Not for mean praise, nor yet for meaner pelf, 
But with full consecration of tliyself 

To the great task in fove and iiwth begun. 
Now thou art blessed; for io ! on every side 

Thy life's rich fruits in other lives appear. 

Its bounteous largess growing year by year, 
And year by year its blessings multipJied. 

So shall thou live, while ages onward roll, 

In grand impulses from thy own great soul. 
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TO EMMA WILLARD. 



As tl 1 led leii^tie } t! e s ! 

As me fo tl ee ts p est te le c t 1 It 

A 1 el le ot thi glo v fin te 
In vl cl h-i sp r si 11 1 a 1 e nm o llv 
Wlen eartlly eiies ha e fated fron th ne ye. 

Go la ■» ms entold thee I a d in t aqu 1 rest, 

After long to 1 nk sweetly o i H b dat, 
A d k ow hat H s de ci Id en ca tie 

But gently Ups ng to in amj ie 1 te 
Th o gh the Uef sleep we m an me 1 atl ^"■ak 
In H s most glo on 1 keness to w) e 3 ke 

Tl ey come c ow e 1 v ctors f o n 1 ciort 
t le 
An 1 kn w tl eucefor 1 tl e joys L t e e ease, 
Tl e c liess t ph 1 tl e pe fe pe e 
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BENEDICITE. (S. C. W.) 



Wl h N t A II k i 

b gl 

H If f t U i th 1 f d 1 1 1 
T I w d i li I I m 

T d h w I! — my h bell !d 1 

B ty p 1 te I t 

\ tt i w m \ 

A d fai hf i li 1 h Id w k 1 j 

& y I g [ m d p 

A 1 1 k tl m w tl bl ^ 

Wl t ti gl b tw h p d I m 

M y t t b tit [ ce f t t 

St 11 II ly 1 [ d d t 

Sh U I g h y Se dctt 
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THE RHYME OF THE CABLE. 

Down m the doik, -where ihe aluggsh slu 
la fitill as death, sa^e nheu the beits 
Of tiie greit Iide pulae throut^h ita far retreats 

Are ialt, hke thrills fiom eternity — 

Over the floor whiih the waves ha^e piessed 
To hiidest roLk, where never i breeze 

From the storms above disturbs the lest 

Of the sleepers theie, whoie bones lie hid 

In depths where the sun ne'er peeied, amid 
The niecka of a thousand irgoaies — 

Stretches, foi leagues -md leigues, the Wiie , 

A hidden path for a Child tf Fire 

Over its silent spaces sent, 

Swiflei thrfn Auel evei went 

From cont nent to continent ' 

In and out, imnng helps of j,)lii 
And peaih a^j fan as the nioiiim^ use 
When the d^wns soft flush steals o\cr the skies 
'Mid mbies ani diamond? ^nd ill laie geras 
That h^\e bh-iel in kii gh diidenjs — 
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THE RHYME OF THE CABLE. 49 

I 1 t I m Ii t 

Of I b fie. 
A 1 wh th g f th Algje nd, 

A 1 tl h h 111 

It I t w y 1 k h fe ! lied 

S! ly 1 f h 1 m 1 f Id — 

SI ly 1 til 1 P d 

F 1 t 1 1 th t ir salt! 

By h 1 til 1 1 t w a 

Dp hbdftl ti- 
nt 1 — 1 tl h 1 ps thi-nugli 

W h h f li m n 

That bind h 01 1 W Id t tl N w ! 

A u h h t d ha brain 

Wh 1 h tt 1 f 

A 1 tl d w 11 k tw ill! 

L 1 w pi th 1 m h me, 

A d t f U d tl f p olong ; 

Wl 1 th t i h d song 

T! J, a t 1 f r 

O w d f th tl 

O li t 11 t 1 

1 f I Ap Iji 

Wh f 1 f t t d 

Oft 1 J 1 
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60 THE SlITME OF THE CABLE. 

Proclaiming with thy £re-touclied lips 
This glorioiia truth, from shore to shore 
Heard ia ouo pulse-beat, " Time shall 
MOBE ! " 
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A REMINISCENCE, 

We stood beneatb a night of June, — 

My cousin Kate and I, — 
And over «s the full-orbed moon 

Stood regnaut in the sky ; 
The whippooi'will his cheery tune 

Sang from the brake hai-d by. 

From foWed flowers a breath of balm 

Stole out upon the air; 
She said, " So day's exulting psalm 

Is followed by a prayer ! " 
I thought — " The night is wondrous calm, 

And Kate is wondrous fair ! " 

The moonbeams Itisscd her lifted brow, 
The zephyrs kissed her cheek, 

And I — but Kate may tell you how 
The thing I must not speak 

Sent blushes to her face, as now, 
To play at hide-and-seek ! 
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ANNIE BELL. 



Once, upon a summev morning 

(Memory keeps the records well), 
Sat a lovely girl lieside me — 
Annie Bell. 

Sixteen Junes of song and sunshine, 

Flower and breeze, her iife could tell ; 
All, that morning, seemed to meet in 
Auiiie Bell. 

0, her heart was large for loving 1 
Yet no evil thought might dwell 
lu that temple pure and holy, 
Annie Bell. 

Kin she seemed to al! that's faii'est, 

And to all that's best as well, 
In the glory of l:er girlhood, 
Annie Bell. 



.y Google 



ANSIS BELL. 

Then, as thus I eat beside her, 

Unaware, a blessing fell 
From my heart upon the maiden, 
Aimie Bell. 



Soft as Ocean's murmured echoes 

111 the convoluted shell, 
Spake I, hlessiiig tlius the gentle 
Annie BeO. 



" Maiden ! may the loving Father, 
WTio in mercy doth excel. 
Guide thee over, guard theo over, 
Annie Bell. 

" Free from guile and fiee from sorrow 
Free from every passion fell, 
Keep tliy soul's unsullied whiteness, 
Annie Bell. 

■' Hating wrong aufi scorning folly, 
Every evil thing repel ; 
So with thee shall walk the angels, 
Annie Bell. 

" 0, companioned so divinely. 

Shall thy life, with rhythmic swell 
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ANNIE BELL. 

Flow to chimes of angel- music, 
Aunie Bell: 

" Love, witlf sweetest ministrations, 
In. thy liorae forever dwell, 
Filling it witli airs of heaven, 
Auuie Uell ; 

"Till, Ihy earthly missioii euded. 

Bliss, beyoad what verse can t«li. 
Be thy heritage forever, 

Annie Bell," 



Since that lovely s 

Yea,rs liave passed ; and who can tell 
All the changes they have brotiglit thee, 
Annie Bell ? 

Thou to me didst seem a vi«ioa 

"Wliich a moment might dispel , 
But its glorj hiigeis witli me, 
Anne Bell 



Eyei smte Ih'^t siimmei morning, 
In mj memoij thou do°t dwt,Il, 
Sani-liiied by =neet ^ftectlOIl'H, 
Annie Bell. 
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ANNie BELL. 



Never, fiiuoo tliat eiimmer morning, 

Whicli thy presence, like a apoll, 
Seemerl to hallow, have I seen thee, 
Ajonie Bell. 

Nor hath heard mine ear the music 

Of the name I love so well, 
Save when to myself I murmur, 
'* Annie Bel! ! " 

But in dreams I oft behold tliec, 

Lovelier than my rhyme can teU, 
Ripened to a perfect woman, 

Airaie Bell: 

Wth the eyes wh ch Inmmel with la 

As their lashes rose and fell 
Filled with deeper holier mpanmgs 
An e Pell 

Ai 1 t! J \ I e ti richer mu ic 

"Welk! »Q<-h (= thjughb, compel 
"Wbcti tl ey seem like spiit-ech es 
Amie Edl 
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ANN' IE SELL. 

But with light serene md aaintly 

(In such light do angela dwell), 
Like an aureole around thee, 
Annio Bell. 



Somefimes, wifh a Midilen aiigiiiah, 
Hear I, in my dreams, a knell 
Tolling through the dreary chamher, 
" Annie Bell ! " 

" She is dead ! " — the iron clangor, 
Echoed by my thought too well, 
Still sounds on, with dreadful import — 
" Annie Bell ! " 

Icy fingers seem to clutch me ; 

Mocking fiends, with puiposc foil, 
Shriek, responfiivo to that knoUing, 
" Annie Bell ! " 

What can mean these sad monitions ? 

Neither hope nor fear can tell ; 
But the loving Father keeps thee, 
Annie Bell. 

If on earth thy footsteps linger. 
Faith, rejoicing, says " 'Tis well 1 " 
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ANNIE BELL. 

For the loving Patlier keeps thee, 
Annie Bell. 

If thoit walkest wiih the angeU 

Through the groves of usiihodel, 
Still th« loving Father keeps thee, 
-Aanie BelL 

So, io heaven, some Bummer morning 

(If I flght the good fight well). 
I shall mset tliee, I shall gr«et thee, 
Annie Bell. 
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ANSWERED. 



H li A 



Th h h h h 

h h 

A m a n te w 

Oh 

W h gi w lo 

Ay cl b w w 

Aid ca t 
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PIERPONT. 

Ekect iu form, as one wiiosc spirit free 
Ne'er bout to any, less than God, tlie knee — 
Crowned witli tlie glory of his silver hair, 
A nobler diadem than monarchs wear — 
Behold the Bard, whose smoothly flowing lice . 
Rings with the cadenced " Airs of Palestine ! " 
Whether in psalms he chaats Jehovah's praise, 
Or to old Freedom consecrates his lays, 
Or mourns the child, whose " bright sunshiny he* 
Too soon was pillowed with the silent dead, 
Or strives, of self forgetful, to unbind 
The chains that shackle the inebriate's mind, 
Or, with bold words whose scath is like a ban, 
Condemns the tramplers of his fellow-man, 
Or laughs to shame the idiot Pretense, 
That from the public walks crowds common sense 
In every phase his varied verse may wear, 
In every change of custom, here or there. 
To Truth, to Eight, to Duty ever leal 
He keeps, like Abdiel, his love, hjs zeal ; 
Himself that wonder, since the world began, 
A self-reliant, downright honest man. 
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60 PIERFONT. 

Hail, true (jhilanthropist ! Hail, LonorcJ Iiarii ! 
No soul like thine slialJ misa the great ruward. 
Ti'ne to thy lofty aim, nor hopes uor fears 
Turned thee aside llirougli all the weary years. 
Nor damped the ardor of that holy zeal 
"Which through all trials sought thy neighbor's weal, 
Nor dimmed the fiiitU that eyer from above 
Drew strength and patience for thy work uf love. 

Poet and prophet ! o'er whose (.■lassie hea<l 

Their frosts and honors threescore years Iiave shed, 

Long may we welcome, from that harp of thine. 

Airs not less sweet than those of Palestine ! 

Long may our souls, with kindred ardor thrill 

As WaiTen speaks, through thee, from Bunker's 

Hill! 
Long, t th t f tl y & H C If 
Laugh m 1 gr w w 11 

tl t na 1 1 this, 
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PIERPONT. 

Still on t!ie billowy antliem lift the soul 
While waves of music from the organ roll ; 
And still, where'er tliy honest verso is read, 
Thy praise shall be — " We cannot make 
dead ! " 
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A POETEAIT. 
" Okce on a time " — 'twas tCD years sinc«, i 

I met 1 m*n wlio measured six feet loui 
Broad neie his shoulders, ample wxs hie chest, 
Compact Lis fiiimt!, his muscles of ihe he^it 
No fallow hue invaded blow or cheek. 
No moihid finciea fhioiigh liH eye? diJ "-[.i-ik — 
Those clear gny ejes, in which good e ihp ai 

muth 
Mingled their iiya and '.iione beiii|,nly foith, — 
That rouuded check, which looked "O rosy fui 
And said dyspepsia found no qu liters tliere 
Geuiil he was ind many a funny quip 
Dropped, though he sovcely 1 new it fiom hi^ li 
A siholar too, m eiudition skilled, 
But not with le'umngs useless Inmhei hllrd 
With'il ■* poet — not a jock at-pinch. 
But a hue son ot Thilia eveiy inch, 
And his rhjmed kssons, diaped in i.otnic guise. 
Plowed that 1 genuine loker miy be wise 
Ten yeais hi\e p'^^ised since I beheld his face, 
Bat still torn i\eek to week I see tl s. ti i e 



.y Google 



Of t!i ic sliic\\ 1 oil tim luuaot fiom Ins peD 
Diopppil IS 1 pioof thit btill he wilks with men; 
And still, I tiuBt with good thoughts ni'imfold 
Keeps his big heait horn ever gnwiog olJ 
And still with fincies qnaiiit beguiles oiii paiii 
Makes a clean sweep of cobwebs tr -in mii biam 
And lets the sunlight mto nooks as daik 
As tlie sub-celhi ot old Noah s ark, 
Till gloom itselt is linged with golden light 
And duns and djlon «»ie 1 igotten ([uite 

Biid, wit, philoaopber is lii, in oao — 

A pyrotechnic iiTigaaiue ot fun, 

Whence jokes go wliizzmg, 1 lie those aplmrtid 

That 'at ablaze our Fouilb o-July nights, 
Tet as the stire shine ihiough th»t liinimous li<*ze, 
So tliiough his jpsts » keen-iiyed witdom pliya, 
Whose beams iie blent with wits uiioi~d glow 
To (-histtn miith and cbedt its oyeiflow, 
But not too nniLh it wisdom gi jw aiisteie 
Wit tempers all with flashes biight and dear, 
And so we laugh — reflect — then kugh — laA then 
! that henceforth we U he wi-*ei men 



Hct hy didaLtic duUnesi Ireid to heir 
Njr ghostly coun&ela diom g on ou e 
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N t )y tie miue ot i i inmiel Joe 

Long "iiin^ discarleJ by thp fooh below 

Does hf be^^mle us to f rget the aches 

That follow peccadilloes aud mistako 

But j,e flj luiLS us m a quel naj 

From crooked patba tha,t leid our feet a'traj ; 

And wjth a clever song or «pr ^htly jest 

Shows u9 th-it virtues courses xte the best 

rhio gli fict and fibie epigt *m ind pun 

Ilia miithfu! sjirit overflows in fun 

And n any a hoir\ Ii mbug gets i hit 

Fiom the swift ■» lows of hs lie hant nit — 

A wit as kcLii as ire the win\s ihit How 

Pjoai old KatihdiD helraeted w th snow 

let bright and sparkling as the liviig nil 

That Sprng sends sp-uUmg fiom his nitive hills, 

And gem<d as the light that moining thio\s 

Across tl e earth to wake it fi om repose 

Foi atiabiliary fincies that afflict 

At limes both bachelor ind Benedict 

Ai d mike the world look cheerless is a. pew 

In a cold hui h with not a lass m viow — 

Foi nmor fiends that ^ue an azme tint 

To life its piosjecfs e ith ind all thats in t, 

Till Job himself nith honest fajth might swear 

Natuie a Jieat and ail her woiks unfair — 
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I h t f V V Ijio 1 b1 II 

'II t tor Q es ino e tl cknet d^ ] h 1 11 

D aws dowu the mo I at 11 lo er -u 1 o lo 
As at each o n t ^ged sou e mp of e 
Adoe le llel longitula of j 1 z 
Th VI the !es| a r of h% t ^„e 1 us — 
Fo tl e e d mo 1? U At m 1 t de 1 e 
Our Godfrey 3 Co d al a i so ere g q 

O, poet-leaclier ! whose raelliflnous rhymes 

Make smooth ouv oiiwai-d " Progress " through " The 

Cheering our way with mirth -provoking tale 

la life's swift journey " Biding on the I'ail " ■ — ■ 

d wh 



m J a B icte," 

By h mm ed h m l>ride, 

W 111 w w bones, 

vanity ou o ^ * C p iii Jo s," 
The " luckless, wigless, loveless lover," who 
Lost hia dear scalp, pur-sMe-d by SM-ing " Sue " - 
Long may thy mingled wit ond wisdom flow 
Throngh the stnooth verse that sets ub all aglow 
Long may the fates that rule this lower sphere 
Preserve thy spirits and defer thy bier. 
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A PORTRAIT. 



And, ahoiild thy humoi' ever seem to lialt, 
Bring new supplies — whole sacks — of Attie palt ; 
And, gentle Parcai ! while your hands are in, 
Forget your scissors, and keep on to spin. 
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WE AEB SCATTERED. 

We are scattered — we ai'e scattered, 

Though a jolly band were we ! 
Some sleep beneath the grave-sod, 

And some are o'er the sea ; 
And Time halh wrought his changes 

On the few who yet remain ; 
Tlie joyous baud that ouce we were 

We cannot be again ! 

We are scattered — wo are scattered 1 

Upon the village green, 
Where we played in boyisii recklessness, 

How few of us are seen ! 
And the hearts that beat so lightly 

In the joyowsness of youth — 
Some are crumbled in the sepulchre, 

And some have lost their truth. 

The beautiful ■ — the beautiful 

Are faded from our track ! 
We miss them and we mourn them. 

But we cannot lure them back ; 
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XV£ ARE SCATTERED. 

For an iron sleep hath bound tliem 
III 'its passionless embrace ; 

We may weep, but camiot win them 
From their dreaiy resting-place. 

And mourufuUy — how mournfully 

The memory cloth gaze 
Upon the rainbow loveliness 

Qf eliildhood's happy days ! 
The sparkling eye, the rosy clieeli, 

The smile of dewy lips, 
Have piissed away, yet left a light 

Which time Cfiimot eclipse. 

We lire scatterti3, — we are scattered ! 

But we all shiill meet again, 
In a bi'ighter and a purer hiiid 

Beyond the reach of pain ; 
Where the sorrows of this lower woi'h 

Can neyei' dim tlie eye, 
And tlie joys of immortality 

Will neither fade nor die. 
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YOICES OF THE TEARS. 



THE OLD AND THE NEW. 

I WAiTLLi lui ibu mi!:i Jit \\h n tli knr-II 

Ot the Old Yl4.p slioull sonnrl — ■.> -ee > i 

sound — 
Followwl by mellow peih tint gieet tlie !Ni'« ; 
For Che sweet singers ot the woild have iimit. 
This myth firaiihiir as the meloi^ies 
That, by ohi mothers sung, soothed ofl to -Jeep 
riie busy biain of cliildhood In m> palm 
Reiteil my iJieelt, is diow^ily I reid 
Tiie noadiou'5 stoiy of "Anion Leigh," 
Its subtle foncies mmgliug with the thoughts 
That were h ilf dieams and halt letlitie^, 
Till ill weie lost ni \jgue i 



-.ed , when, siildenly, the stioke 
Of midinght puUed upon the listening tir, 
And 1 weitd loice, 'id as the monning sea, 
With ethjes niimbeilias is lapsing wa^es 
Filkl 11 Civ hik uilh The Oil 1 u IS d<.ii( 
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70 THE OLD AND THE NEW. 

n 





So I looked lip. 
And lo ' tliat wondioua light thit filled ms loom 
beemed less i light than a tran-la^eiit misf, 
Thit stiired, anJ wa^ed, ■vnd ioll«d upon itaelf, 
And 111, and m, aa if a ■'entient soul 
Fasihioiied ito comolutijni till at length, 
"STitli gi uliiil ulixngi tliL^ tooU 1 huuidi si i| c, 
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rns OLD AND THE NEW. ~ 

Wliirl] atguJ befoio iul liku i blooming yauth, 
Perfect in bmb ind legal in hia look, 
And ladiont in Iwiutj Fiom his f<M!e 
Shone benedictions, and his hands weie filled 
With gifts ujHiunibeied for hia worshippers 
Hopes, loves, and jojb, on gossanieiy wiiig^, 
Holered around him making ill the an 
Rose hued ■\nd oiloious md mo'it musical 
While fiom then lips, m rippling undeitjne. 
Flowed snitches of sweet song, and ihythmi 

chtnts, 
And gidtuKtions Then siid I ' The\ best 
Can greet the New Ylak 'i cimmg (foi my snul 
Knew that blight visitant) who best h'^ve liept 
Faith with the Old, ind freighted its switt houis 
With (hen great thoughts nnd godlike puiposet, 
Translated nobly into noble deeds'. 
The good man stands advanced one golden step 
On the bright ladder that condacts to heaven ! 
The wronged stsuds nearer to his sure redress! 
The bondman to the boon for which he pines ! 
The o'erwearied toiler to his wished-for rest ! 
The ChristJan hero to his victory ! 
Therefore, let these rejoice ! " 

" Let all rejoice," 
SaJd Die bright Presence, " that another year 
Dawns, for the evil to redeem tlieir past, 
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72 THE OLD AND THE NEW. 

Adc! for the righteous to pei'fect their work, 
Aud foL' tlie sorrowing to forget their grief, 
And for the hiippy to diffuse their joy ; 
And, moat of rII, tliat wrong anears its doom, 
And Earth — through all her sorrow dear to God — 
Hastes to Iier glorious milleiiniiim ! " 

The voice sank into silence, and the form 
Lustrous with beauty, faded from mj gaze 
As sunset tuits f;ide from ihe twilight heavens: 
And, questioning my soul, I sat alone. 
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74 WHAT THE OLD YEAR SATO. 

■\Vilh that rul nine, its piimil lUiii cf Wo 1 
To yeais made holy by the bieitli of Chtist, 
Wliit time He taught ind fed the maltitucles 
Among the hills that giid Jerus'iletii , 
To the VV'I cciigiegation of the yeais 
TVhjch rule the misty empire of tl e pist 
I go to lom their gr'inJ futeimty 

I hiye seen enough i humMii m sei^ 

Of wani, opp:eb«ion slume lemoise, iiid woe 

Of toil, and wiste, ml iiou thioited w« , 

Of weakness tiampled by uiiholy powei 

Ot right downtiodden iie^ith the heel of wiong; 

Of tears and Kughler saddet £ir than leais, 

Ol hojies loo surely dait'miig to despair. 

And all that veils fiom mm the sunlit heavens. 

And mikcs of eiitli one led AtekUmi' 

let Tiuth still hvet, — ai.d so 'ihall tlann for k 
A belter divy < "iet Tieedcm battles still 
With tyiaunous Wiong — nnd so shill dawn 

A better day ! Yet Goct is over all. 

From discords shaping harmonies divine, 

Making aJI things subservient to His will — 

And .so shall dawn for man a better day! 

A (lay when Love and Peace shall reign supren 

And Knowleilge cla?p the hand of I^iijerty ; 
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WHAT THE OLD YEAIi SAID. 

A fl y nhen Viitiie al all m e\iiiy lieiit 
Finil a pure home vil fill t with the light 
And warmth of heaven Then Wii shall stiile 

With clauging aims and gaimtails lollefl m Wooi 

ei lands that gioin beneath his niuirterons sw 

But the hi continents be jomeil m one 

By solemn saciiment, whose iitu'*!, 

Flashed thiough the smiless deptlis is Ttllii 

God 
In the HiGHicsT ! Peace on earth ! Good w 

TO MEN ! " 
Tbrice Messed ia he whose prescient soul 

J, rasp 
Ere y«t t 3 vna la | lo do a 1 tl at 1 \ 
A I n 1 til ] e e t d k 11 a,lk 11 
Ti t ng of the 1 jsi n^ f m II 

S li H e I seen — the Abd els of the ace 
' Fatliful 1 on^ the f bless — hopef 1 til 
Beca se bel eving a 1 bel ev cr st II 
Haply beca e they sanl so ea to God 
Tl gh w ong I e a 1 tl ey fea le s I lea 1 ib r ,. 
Tl ongl 1 es b f favo da e peak only t th 
Tl ougl tyranla le are leal to I berty 
Wheu veak souls f nt they tod &6 enely on 
Wl e I a to 1 ej kuo v uo ob i om e 

%M n j t 1 I ev 1 t 1 
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76 WHAT THE OLD YEAR SAW. 

He strUs not vanily "hi 1 iwc li 1 p= t 

Sti'ikes fill sheer jiistiCB ' Patience tlien je few 

Who wise Biii^ewied wir witli sceptered ivioiig. 

Nor fiuce bji parley hold with tyiaiiny , 

For, though the houi th it hiiiigs you fiilE success 

Wait, iiiiS d sastei glojm above your ivi\, 

Yet, as the truth is gieatei tliaii all lies 

And right imraoital fliid akin to God, 

And God moie potent tluii the hosts of I ell 

That hum, mi long deliied thill come ind place 

0:i your scniied hiows the ciown of victny ' 

III cold biie ittics fiid in celKis dioip 
Where the frost pinches ind the hniigei gmws, 
And sidtne^a sips the stiengfh ftom day ti day, 
And hope is not, I have seen heioism-i 
Grand is weie evei tiaced on histotyt. pige. 
Or flushed with life the cati\as fimiflhed men. 
Women, and ehildien battling with the fiend 
That whispeiB, 'Wlieiefo e suffer wheu the hire 
Of sin swells goldenly befoie youi eyes'* 
Seize the nCh pnze ' Ce iich be strong, am 

hve — 
For ■tntue bungs yon souow, ftmine, dtath'" 
And ihty, iinhelped in their extiemity, 
Kept then souls "liit« and bile the lietil btgone 
And iv\, " Tf tlie is heffer than to diive 
God's angels trrm oui souls, so eieinmn, 
L«ft daik and cold tis better tir to die' 
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WHAT THE OLD TEAR SAID. 77 

And I have seen the gooil Samaritans — 

Women anrl men — wlio do kind deeda by Pteiillli, 

And ask no eye bwt God's to scan their wiirlt, 

Seeking the famished with supplies of food ; 

Seeking, the sick wiih broths and merlicines ; 

Seeldng the hopeh'sa with sweet prophecies 

Of the new dawn that waits behind the cloud; 

Seeking the hroifem-heai'ted with such words 

Of tendei" sympathy as. balm their wounds, 

And open vistas ta the calm of heaven ; 

Seeking the sinful with divinest love, 

That through guilt's giime ptill sees a deathiesa 

soui, 
And, with laige pifj ind is large n bnfp 
Stines to ledeem nnd bung it Iiack to God' 

O tliia old eiith — so sCitiiecl b> violence 

&o dienclel bv the jurple vintage ot the siord; 

So full of soiiows Bnrt de-ip-uis and deaths 

So foul with wiong awJ daik with unbelief — 

Not jet IS ihen fiom her piiradi e 

While blest witli miuisteimg spmts suth aa these ; 

Not yet lintli ill fotgot the heaienh iight 

rhnt gleamed aboie hei hills when J cry good .' '' 

Surveying His flnisbeil work, the Jlaster said. 
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GOOD-BY, OLD YEAR. 

We speak tliem. very tenderly, 
With half a sob and half a sigh — 
" Old Tear, good-by ! Old Tear, good-by ! " 
For what it bi'ooghtj for wliat it tnkes, 
We Io¥e it, aiid for loved ones' sakes: 
Prized for its hours of happiness, 
Noi' Ibr its sacred sorrows less: 
For all it gave through toil and strife 
Of i»ew sigEifieance to life — 
New hreadtliB, new depths, new heights sublin 
And, haply, kingship over time, 
Accept our thanks. Old Tear ! for these. 
And for all preeiows memories 
Of iove, of grief, oF joy, of pain, 
Whose miuistvy was aot in vain. 

And so, we sadly lay, Old Year ! 
Our love-wreath on ihy snowy bier. 
Our love-wreath, moislened by a tear ; 
And, turning from our brief adieu, 
"With kindly welcome hail Ihe New ; 
True to the Ruling Power, we sing, 
"The king is dead!" "Long live the king!" 
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DIRGE Of THE OLD YKAR, 



Thj! good 01(1 Teiir! the brave Old Tear! 

He loved you loBg, and he loved you wel. 
Scatter ye snow-flakes on iiis biei-, 

And plant his gi'ave with the asphodel ! 
The good Olcl Year tliat brought joii cheer, 
In tlie days now gone; the brave Old Yoiir, 
Dead in the midnight! — woixla of fear! 



Wincis of the midnight 1 wildly swell, 

And pour your dirge o'er tJie dead Old Year ! 

For the good Old Yea,r so wan aud pale, 
TJie dead Old Year on his icy bier, 

For the brave Old Tear let the wild winds wail ! 

For the dead Oil "ie toll toll 1 e 1 el 

And let ti e w nd f (he m In j,ht ell 

To the sub ng t earns that mo a i j k 
To t e eam^ tl at oin I ke o Is a pa n 
Tliat e „ood Old Tea comes no g 
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DIRGE OF THE OLD YEAR. 



Dead in Ihe midnigtit — words of fear ! 
Dead in the midniglit — brave Old Yeai' ! 
Dead in the midnight, on his biei' I 
Winds of the midnight, toll ihe bell ! 
Old Year, farewell ! 

Farewell ] 

Farewell ! 
And the solemn midnight hears his knell ! 



Ihe iiTef sob hke houls m [uin 
Foi the year that uuvei comoa ag«im , 
And the wailiiig «inds to the woods complain 
Tli it the good Old Teii ne"ei comes agiin — 

That Ihe Boul of the brave Old Year has /led ; 
And ihe woods respond to the wild wind's wail 
With many a moan, 
With many a groan, 
For the brave Old Year, so stark and pale — 

Ah, woe ! for the good Old Tear that's dead ! 
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A RHYME FOR THE NEW YEAR. 

" Ho ! walfliman, sianJiiig on thy fower, 
As years sweep onvrard in tlieir flight 
"What signs in heaven attract thy siglit, 

Predictiie of the coming hour 

When eai-ih shall see the reign of right? 
What of tlie night? What of the night?" 
And. pointing to the dim gray light 

Just struggling up the eastoi'n tky, 

A promise and a prophecy 

That day shall chase the dark that gloometh 

O'er heaven to hide h from our eye, 

The watc-hmati saith, " The morning cometh ! " 
And angels sing, " The moriiicg cometh ! " 
And earth repeats, " The morning cometh I " 

And " God be thanked I " our hearts reply. 

Aye, God be thaukeJ ! That glimmering ray 
Shall kindle to the perfect day, 
Before whose benma shall slink away 

The hoi'i-id shapes of darkness boi'n — 
AH foulest rites and cruel creed';. 
Fierce hates, and coward fcais, and deeds 
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A RHYME FOR THE NEW YEAS. 

Of sLime that shun the li^lit of moiii: 

llieu fiom the tyrant's neivele'^s hands 

Shtll diop the scourge tlmt smote tlie lands; 

Fiom its led carnival of death 

The sword letuin lato its sheath, 
To leap its bloodj shelves no more 

Peace, with her ouflamme untmled, 

SumrnoQ the itations of the noild 
Its beltei eia to lestore. 

And hungiy greel shall loo'.e it9 hold 

Upon the toiler's scanty gold ; 

The fetters from the slave shall fall; 
The duiigeon-gates that shut from hope 
The true, brave souls that dared to cope 
With the throned wrong, again shall 0[>e, 

And Freedom give her boon to all ! 



Exult, O Earth ! 

Groping in blindness and m sin, 
Cursed by thy children's crue! wi'ong. 
And scourged by hates, a fiendish throng. 

That stand thy temple-gates wiihiii — 
Lifi np thy regal brow ! for lo ! 
The eastern heavens are all aglow 
With tlie new dtiwn, predicting so 

Thy new life, which shall soon begin ; 
A large, rich, noble life, full-brimmed 

With pure impulses, grand desires. 
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A RHYME FOR TEK NEW YEAR. 

And deeds as grmid — unsmutched, undimmed 

By aoy lie — its altar-fires 
Fed with the love of love, and bright 

"With offerings of the tine and right. 
Not commonplace, nor mean, nor ilull : 

A life whofic urcling cKsp shall liold 
God's life wiih all its mamfotd 

Expressions of the heautiiul 
And, reai^hmg ou and upwaid still. 

Shape all its is»iTn,s to His imII, 
And so 1 fe s I il e-,t mm lultill 
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SOITGS OF LOVE AND HOXE. 



FORTISSIMA. 

A FEW brief hours niatle liiippy by thy presence, 
Days filled whli pleasant memories of those 
hours, 
Hopes from those memories boi'n, and thonglits of 
pleasnnce 
That cheer my pathway like the light of llow- 

Some brief forgetfulness of earlh's afflictions, 

Some glimpses through the clouds of love di- 

For these I owe thee thanks and benedictions, 
And freight my verse with prayers for tliee and 

But, all ! how swiftly fled those licmi-s elysiau ! 

Like a bright star-beam through a rifted storm, 
Glancing a moment, thou didst blesa my vision, 

An an gol -presence, beautiful and wai'm. 
Then, by the greedy dark devoured, the glory 
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86 FOliTJSSlMA. 

"Whost! I'.xclijiit Lfijitibm tljiilleil raj heart mni 
brain 
Passed from mine eye. 'Tis but the old, sad story 
Of kindred souls clissevei'ed, told agairj. 

Yet thou hast blest me with new hope, uew daring ; 

Thy bi-aie, true spirit, permeaticg mine, 
With its strong faith rebuked my weak despairing, 

And my faint heart drank energy from Ihine. 
In tby prophetic eyes I saw the earnest 

Of " the good time " whose advent thou canst 

The reigu of brotherhood fiir which thou yearnest. 
When man no mora shall tr.imjile upon man. 

And now, afar from thee, yet not from sorrow, 

Sweet memoi-ies come my saddened soul lo cheer ; 
Tliy voice, clear-eadenced, from whose tones I hor- 

Hope for the future, greets again my ejr. 
Once more thy soul looks forth from eye? that thrill 

With a most pure delight; I see the glow 
That Hushes thy pale cheek, wliile thoughts tha,t fill 

With grand, vague yeaniiugs fruui tli} li|i« oVr- 
flow. 
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FORTISSIMA. 87 

Ah' ccullst thou to mj sjiiitin! sense be pieaerit 

Evei as now, I =houkl foiget my tetis, 
Knowing thU evil must be evanescent, 

And good trmmphnnt thitugh the eteinil jeais' 
Thnie eyes sfaould leach me this sublime o\ 111^,1 1, 

Fui m then liglit all &Iieptic thougliH lie lumb 
Aniil tilth should hail thee ns tlie 1 ei lU ingcl 

Ot tilths tiue ^ilden a„e thit soon shill (,ome 

Thy biuihke t.oul m> weaij viiy liafh 1 ^hte 1 

TLiough doubts md feus tliit (eil the heavens 

Su fills not wholly, 'mid despjir benighteif, 
The tilth that evil hastens fo iN doom 

Fo! this, new &tiengtheiieJ by the propht,t-i oices 
Speaking m silence thiou^fh thy life to mine — 

Noi less fai patience that fiom luiest noises 
Can deftly tashion haimomes Jivme , 

Foi courage that can o^eileap disastei, 

And strive, and wait, ind suffer, -xnl eiiduie 
While ^ictoiy tames, «id the wiong is master 

Over the milliono of earth's sti uggliiig pool 
Foi the Hue love that binds thee iust to dutv , 

Foi the gieat hopes that biightcn tioin ifar, 
And hit the soul with their dumest beiut}, 

Thou slntt liencefoith be called — FoitTissiin 
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THE AVOWAL. 

I LOVE you — 'tis the simt)lcst way 

The thing I fed to lell ; 
Yet if I told it all the day, 

You'd never guess how well. 
You are my comfort and my light — 

My very life you seem ; 
I think of you all day; all night 

'Tis !rat of yon I dream. 

There's pleasure in the lightest woi'd 

That you ciin speak to me; 
My soTil is like tlie iEoIian's choi^d, 

Atid vibrates still to thee. 
1 never read the love-song yet, 

So tlirilling, foud, or true, 
But in my own heart I have met 

Some kinder thought for you. 

I bless the shadows of your fact^, 
The light upon yom- hair — 

I like for hours to sit and irace 
The passing changes there ; 
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THE AVOWAL. 

I ] \ e to 1 o 11 voni "\ uLce 6 tout 
AllhoUj,li you "^l oukl vA ^3y 

A buiile woid to dniim upon 
When that h%f died %\mi} 

0' you aie kindly i^. tbe learn 

Thit warms wlieieei it jiij'' 
And yon ire gentle as a dieim 

Of happj future days , 
And you lie strong to do tie ugUt, 

And '■ttift the wiong tj flee 
And if you weie not halt so bi glit, 

Toil le ili the woild to me 
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HER NAME. 

Ti a tame I lo-vc o i c 

Simple liief and ill! oi y cl ; 

Two elioit sjlliblos they lie 

Like a flower bene th mi eje 

Sweetly beaiitifi 1 iml 1 1 j,l t 

Giving a serene delight 

L nked with thoughts ot summtr lioui'j 

HHien the winds ciieis tie floveis; 

Linked with memories silly sveet, 

Snch as (ime can neer lepeit 

"When my life was like » lui e 

Plaj ed by w nds and * ives ii June, 

Oi ail 1 iigel chanted pa Im 

He*id imid the ete i 1 cilm 

Simple name ! — yet known to me 
Is its potent witclieiy' 
Never note of l«te oi bnd, 
Charmed me like that little vo-d; 
Never did loy pulses beat 
To a mu^iic I If IS sweet 
As la ihit ti me thii dw Us 
Iq tl e bdve sylliUes 
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HER NAME. 

Wilh 1 neLiom^iiL.c povei 

Bung tliey bifk i hiippiei houi, 

Whea a kinditJ soul witb mine 

Held coanianioQship dnine, 

And with dtepcst wisdom fi aught 

Weie ihe Ipssou'^ which she taught. 

How to beat with evil long , 

How to suftei and be stioug. 

How t" vvict fiom adveise fioweis 

Blesainge ive m^y claim is oiii« , 

How to tiiumph ovei ill 

By a never falteiing will. 

And, appalled not by the strife, 

Tread the solemn march of life, 

With a faith serene and high, 

Upward to our destiny ! 

This her lore — and sweet to me 

Was her holy ministiy, 

For lier life as rhyme fo rhyme 

Fitly with her lore kept chime. 

Now, as bare her name I trace, 
Memory brings us face to face, 
And her eyes, serene and cleHv, 
Fill with love tbe atmosphere — 
Dove-like eyes of softest brown, 
Lifted often to my own, 
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HER NAME. 

Njn witli aweete"t iLifiiiiu^ f tii^iit 
Blight inon with hippy thoiiulit 
Humid wilh llieir pitjing teais, 
Biimmed with splendor fiom the sphe 
Changing, as her fioeie^ iinge — 
Beautiful in e\ ery change ' 
Never from our weslti n sliies 
Rleiraed ihe light in lo^eliei eje-' 

Paiteil 1* thoughtful biou 
Sweeps hei haii with graceful flow. 
Falling downwaid oer her neck, 
Hilf 10 hide, nnd half t<i deck. 
While A luslre, waim and fresh, 
Lingere in ita silken mes-h 
Lovingl), as loath to loim 
Fiom so heiiutiful a home 
Pale but fashioned not the less 
To the liw of lovehnest, 
Is tlie chtek whote roses fled 
When hei oiilj hopes lay dead, 
And hei heiit in soiiow^ stiift, 
Leiined how sid * thin^ is life 

Ah, my fiiend! iihtt potent ipell 
In thy child like nime doth dwell, 
TluT! to eweep o ei memory^ tiack 
\n 1 ti p past tu 
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Not ill "vaiii the patient hope 
That Lath borne thy spirit up, 
When contumely, Ecorn, and ivrath 
Howled along thine onward path ! 
Not in VHin thy holy trust 
In the triumph of the just! 
Life hath yet a bliss for thee, 
Love its thi'ill of ecstasy ! 
Peace shall brood wilh wing benign 
Over heart and home of thine, 
And ihe rainbow gleam at last, 
On the dai'kiiess overpast ! 
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liESPONSE. 

1 u ! I m ' 
11 J _ , t 

W I mj p my 1 t ti !i 

A 1 k w I m II 

Sw t m f th p mj 1 t fll 

It 1 th be ti li I (. fel 

Lll mwlkdy d mjhr, 

A \ my t Jlllkdp flit, 

&1 tte d f d w 1 p th 

TI t f n my b as 1 1 ly I 1 

F m tl 1 w cas t h I w db ii 

And fi J m 1 C! 1 

D t a d 1 w til g id 1 i !l d w 11 

Lk b w d m ur f 1 f 1 

H d ti t 1 1 1 h 1 11 

Of w I J t y !— 1 plj f I 

W tl te a,te b tl It 

T b ! bt 1 & 1 y p t 1 k 

Tl t w di m I If 1 t, k 

0) hoal beloved . I cotne I 
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96 RESPONSE. 

I I I m 

rh w n Ik 1 1 tb 1 t h I ht 

Of t!y 1 y a mdfl h 1 I 

Hhb IJ ny 1 dfmt it 

Sh tl w t t f 1 y Wli 11 

t b 
ily 1 1 f y 3 h ] I 

Al k t h I If I i ait 

S ti t 1 k 1 t d 1 Mil 

I 1 1 p 1 t m 1 It 

N w I m w y ary 1 w Id m 
T ll w t I — I tly d h 

■\V1 1 d ml ll 

^ h b w tl b h 1 t 1 I 

N bljgwdmwtl yt 

N tl 1 w tl 1 f p m 

t m k 1 th tl 1 f 1 

411 CO 1 il t 1 b 

bti -liein the ties that death hath loin apart 
Again be kuit, uniting heart with heart ! 
J heai' thy voice — I come ! 
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SnE mas a eliiid, and liltle knew 

Of tlie worid-wisdom lived in books ! 
Sweet, quiot thoughts, and wishes few, 

A still soul smiling in her looks : 
Fancies that seldom soared too high 

To clia^e the bee or butterfly, 
And fram theii" unambitious flights 
Brought new and innocent delights s 
Joys deep und puru as Bummer skies 
And gentle as my Dora's eyes, 

These were her dower ; nor these alone, 
But a calm, pure, and saintly grace, 
Which gave a glory to her face, 

A charm peculiarly its own, 
Tbat made you, as you gaaed on her. 
Half lover and half v^orshipper. 

She loved me — yet I scarce know wliy ; 

My speech had nought of courtly grace, 
And care and grief had dimmed my eye 

And left their record on my face, — 
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1 8 HOJiA. 

Tliit f\:^ so pile mid pis ion lei ^ 

I liitie deemed could e^er wm 
Fiom beauty a lip the soft caiess 
Whith if It be mnighteousneas, 

'Would make a s'tint in love with sin' 
If heaven h»tli moie of thrilling hiss 
Than I have drank from Doia" kisa, 
'Tis well that lieaven i^ placed so high 
And veiled fiom onr mortahly , 

EKe with Its rapfmes riih excess, 

rhi lied thiough and through with blfsednessj 
We shouH yovi earlj mid, and die 

SliL loied me — and as Wmlei ■> snswa 

M It to the breezy touch of Spring 
As the giay east with loae light gIo«s 

Before Auioiis wakening. 
As, with a pisHionate suipiiso 
That floods with hi[py teits ) ei eyes 
The joong wife tn.l'. tho fust fiint stir 

Of the new life thu soin shdl he 
Ot % new joy the minister, — 

A baby, ciowing on her knee — 
And, dreaming of hci unborn boy. 
Is saddened by too deep a joy, — 
bo fiom my aoul the icy thrall 

Wis mehed hj her love away. 
So hope, ie\i\cl tliew oei ili 
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Ot hie A linglili ess as of daj , 
bo, trembling with its )oys e\ce58, 

My spirit to its centie shook, 
And fiom its wild luraultuousiiess 

A shile ot Jii'iuOTiB sidness took 



I 1 now not hovi but ocr me seemeil 

To come a lioiror deep v 1 dre-w! 
And m thst puheless gloom I deemed — 

Or did I see? — my Doia deid' 
A burning weight was on my Inm 
And all my nerves weio fleiy pan 
And wild, weird fancies thiongh and through 
My swooning soul hke demons flew 
Methought I stood by Doms side, — 
Dear Dora, hut a three weeks' hvide ; 

The deathly white was on her lips — 
Sweet lips, by mine so often kissed — 

And o'er her eyes the death-eclipse 
Slow-gathered with its veiling mist. 
Yet still on me her glance was turned 

With such unitllerable love, 
It seemed her saintly spirit yearned, 

While angels beckoned from above. 
To pour its gift of peace divine, 
Its raptin'e and repose, through mine J 
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"And, 0," she saiiJ, "how drear to tliea 

The world will seem when I nra gone ! 
How rough and dark life's paths will be. 

Trod hy thy weiiry feet, alone ! 
And I had hoped that, side by side, 
I the consoler, Ihou the guide. 

We two should walk for many years ; 
And even now, though well I know 
How bright the world to which I go, 

I cannot stay the blinding tears 
That flood mine eyes, that I mnst part 
From the warm throbbing of tliy he^rt — 
That thoQ, lieiiceforth, must mourn to miss 
The dewy pressure of my kiss ! 
Farewell ! I know thou'it not forgnt 

The child-wife who, but yeiternighl, 
Dreamed on thy breast — a violet 

Opening its petals to the light, 
And giving thee one odorous bieath, 
Then blif^hted by the frosts of death. 
Yet, haply, to unfold its bloom 
To brighter skies beyond the tomb. 
Thy hand — now kisa me — and I'll sleep, - 

I know God will not love me Jess 

For all this yearning tenderness, — 

Kiss me good-night — and do not weep ! " 

And 90 — her eye's blue heaven was hid 

Forever 'neath the drooping lid. 
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I kuon not lut twas ■ill i dieam — 

Deii (toI' it so, O let me w ike 

Once Qijie, for gentle Dons sike' 
For ovet long tlua ti-ince muot seem 
And she will ferir tbat haim will be 
Wrapt jn lU solemn m\iteiv' 
And jet — tins dull continuous pim 
Whose p ilsymg weyht i' on mj hiain, 
Links my lennembiiDce to a past 

'Wlose ^iwons thill my soul nith drcid 
And e\ei m the midnight blast, 

Stian^o -voices murmur, "She is dead 1 
We saw hei with hei white hand=i folded 

Ovei the heait could throb no moie, 
And the still face by beiuly moulded. 

The raA deith angels impress bote'"' 
It maff ho so — I only know 

Thit I ti-ive windered fir and wide 
Thion^h summers heat and winter a snow, 

And Doia was not by my side' 
It mtiif 1e so, foi well I knrw 

&he could not leave me thus tu be 
A weary wreatler wiih my woe, 

Wiih none to cheer and comfort me, 
If she stili walked the earth. 
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102 />OJiA. 

O God! 

77iou didst not need her — though moi'e fair 

Than any of thine angels are — 
For heaven's high courts by thi'ongs are trod, 
Whose white wings in the golden firos ' 

Flashing, their rosy splendors throw 
Down through the hlue, while alarry lyres 
Swept by a thousand hands of flame, 

And vital with sweet sounds, o'erflow 
With hallelujahs to thy name! 

O might not these for heaven suffice, 
When one could malie my paradise ? 
And she was mine — my aiiffel ! Why, 
God ! didst thou let my Dora die ? 



.y Google 



REVISITED. 

ONtc oil mj heiit tlieie lell a liu h s "'i^!it 

Heavy and culJ and earth and sea ni ak> 

Then brightness lost fur me as if oua 1 fa 

Held in itself all vibible del ght 

All possible ]ov that with its Upse wcie gme 

For when thit life which had cora[)iniou*,d man 

Left the sweet turn ihtt g^\e me lints ot hei^eu, 

The \ery sun seemel datkeneJ is it to 

Felfc soirows s,al eel pse Rioi odoiois aii 

Nor fliweia fio&h bbommg, noi the soi ga of bids, 

Noi Nattiiea wondious haimonies fiom the wood, 

And running stream and dashing n^Iel■f^Il, 

Flung out continuously nor the sweet voices 

Of children at their play, iior the soft gletm 

Of eyes that spoke of love nor words of hoi>e 

Bieithed from affeLtioiis lips nor Kind ippeaN 

To look to Him whose chastening hand is lai 1 

In tenderest pily on His liitle ones 

CouU bnng me peice, or fiom my ^'iiislel h ut 

lilt 
Thit icy weight of s iion lo my tlf 
I seemel ioil me-t of exit! ^ multitul s 
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104 REVISITED. 

And hilled my selfish grief by day and iiigbe. 
And fed my finngry soul with bitier thoaghta. 
And in the darkness commoned with despair. 
O, impioas ! Tims God's goodness fo impeach. 
And war insnnelj with the Love DtviNJi! 

Years have gone hy : and I — who long have been 

Over the earth a wanderer, seeing oft 

The xvoe I could not heal, mid hearing oft 

The unconscioMs sigh that seemed to mock my own 

(Thus taught that sorrow is our common lot. 

And all the holy power of sympathy). 

Still not forgetting, but with tenderer giief 

Bern timbering my dead — stand yet again 

Beside the grave that holds the dearegt dust 

That God e'er fashioned to a human form! 

How througli a thousand chauges that have passed 

Over my life — tbi-ough tiials manifold, 

Temptations, conflicts, ti'iumphs, grief-", and joys ; 

Through toils that nerved and pains ihat racked my 

Or on the waste of ocean, or amid 

The surging billows of a human sea 

In million-peopled cilies — how through all 

Has memory turned to this thrice-hallowed spot, 

My sad soul's Mecca! Soriow's holiest shrine! 

Where thoughts all tender, acid affections pure. 

Cluster and dwell ; for wheu the pitying years 
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REVISITED. 105 

Had mellowed my despair to fond regret, 
Nevv feelings sprung to life within my soul, 
And loye for her whose love had been my heaven, 
Widened to love for wide humanity ! 

Hallowed by dnst that once enshrined a soul 

Whose presence made its human al! divine, 

Than this green grave my waiidcniig feet li;tve 

No holier spot beneath the cope of heaven. 
And, kneeling here, I feel the eircting wings 
Of angels fanning, with their rhythmic beat, 
The air made odorous with celestial flowers 
And vibrant with celestial melodies; 
While tender memories of the past throng ha«k. 
And gleams of joy supernal visit me, 
And all my conscious spirit seems aflame 
Witli light from love's divine Apocalypse ! 
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BENEDICTION 

Whejj tie awett syllAlea that fo m t \ aue 
Are ou my bp« e e yet tlie cu sc us a i 
Recehes tteir music m my heait a pr»jei 

(Tl^e oftsp I a of a e eiert lo e) doth lam 

Of lieaien a boou f r thee Tho cinst t ; 

Its nature tia lot w ilth-— loi lia[.i ness — 

Nor poe fame ly mmy ovetei 

As the best goort of all — nor idle ea-^e, 

On velvet couched, and skied hy silic o'erhead, 
And lulled to sleep by silvery cadences ; 

For luxury palls, and fame is hut a breath ; 
Wealth bloats with pride, or, even worse, 

tracts 
The soul to petty thoughts tind paltry acts, 

And happiness is tested but by death ! 

No, no 1 for thee my loviog heart hath wroug 
A nobler wish, with better reason fi'aught, 

Wdrthier thyself, beloved ! therefore, best. 
Thine be a life not free fi-om pain and care, 
But nobly good and sanctified by prayer; 

Finding iu dut^/, peace made liianifest. 



.y Google 



BENEMCTION. 107 

Equal to all tliat fortuBe may bestow 
Of good or ill, of happiness or woe ; 
Taught by them all thy trust iu God to place, 
From all dei'iviDg needed strength and grace 

To tread ihe fiinty path or flowery way, 
The while thy soul shall evermore expand. 
And ail thy hopes grow beautiful and grand, 

Tinged with the dawn-Ught of the heavenly day! 
Such life, or long, or short, breathes holy breath. 
And, bvight'ning still, is perfected by dealh ! 
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BEATRICE. 

My prophet-heart for tliuo foretells 
The bliss that shall be born of pain, 

And on my ear exultant swells 

O'er connuereJ fiitd the vie tor-s train. 

Though darkly now around thee throng 
DIs that tnigbt make the boldest quail, 

Still hope ! — not alwayn shall the wrong 
O'er trampled truth and right prevail. 

Doubt EOt the issue of the strife, 
Be strong to wrestle with thy pMn ; 

For Ihou sliidt jet prevail, and life 
Wear its old glory onco agairi. 

Confront the clouds with steadfa'it eye, 

And lo I their gluom is flecked with light ; 

While yonder, in the eastern sky, 

Tlie young dawn battles with the night. 

Slowly iJie baffled dark -retires — 

Slowly the dawn, witi] widening sw.iy. 
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PrcvailB anl soon hi kmdling tics 
Shall calminai« to peifect daj 

Think what a wealth of love is thuie ! 

The largess of the puie ■iiid good 
The tiual: the sjmpithy divine 

Of minhood and of woii]«ilioo<i ' 

Thy jathnay "Inli 1p ciulcd '.till 
By staiiy souh w! ose Jiith serene 

Can pieice the shades of present ill 
And grasp the guei bu jet unaoen 

For 111 ki,(l to thine by holiest t es 
Nor t me not tnal eer cvi {wt 

By lojes and. pii\ei^ ind sv npithie'j, 
Is minj -1 Hue fli d nihle heiit 

Nor hites devite noi fihehoola j,u le 
Can 9hake their peifect truat in thee, 

Nor cloud their iaith that ill the while 
Good angels keep thee com piny 

Thou canst, through parting cloud-^ behohl 
The flish of inany i ralimt wing 

While silveiy voices minilol I 
To thee of hope and i 
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Of hope — to leai3 thee still along 

Through doubt's coW gloom to faith's repose ; 
Of courage — to endure, be strong, 

Aud calmly triumph o'er thy foes. 

Light, boru of darkness, shall he thine ; 

Strength, from long stniggling with the ill ; 
From discord, peace; and love divine, 

Tliy soul's profoiiudest deptlis shall fill I 

And in thy culminating bliss, 

Made brighter by remembered wo, 

Slialt thou at length, dear Beatrice, 
The mission of all sorrow know. 



.y Google 



THE LOST STAE. 

God set a star within our sky, 

And o'er our home its light waa tlirown, 
And as we looked with loving eye 

It seemed pecniiarly our own. 

And evermore its growing cay 

Drove ont wliate'er was dark and cold, 
Till life seemed luminous as day, 

And all its glooms were tinged wiih gold. 

Resolves and hopes which long had lain 
Palsied by custom and distrust. 

Touched by its warmth, revived again. 
And brightly blossomed from the dust. 

Thenceforth, with clearer eyes we saw 
What seemed before but blurred and dim 

And read anew God's perfect law 
Which hinds ihe universe to Him. 

"Witli wider scope Hia works we viewed, 
The alow unfolding of His plm, 
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112 THE LOST STAR. 

And, taiiglit by loving kearts, renewed 
Our fdjtii in God, our fkith in man. 

And earth and sky, and day, and night. 
No longer dark, and drear, and dull, 

Basked in that permeatiug light. 
And glowed divinely beautiful. 

But suddenly, while yet our lips 

Trembled with songs of grateful pfiiise, 

Our star, involved in drear eclipse. 
No longer cheered us with its rays. 

Then darkness deep and full of dread 
Threw o'er our sky its veil of gloom j 

We seemed Co walk amid the dead, 
And earlh itself was but a tomb. 

Perchance some questioning or doubt 
Of God Himself came o'er our mind, 

Wiien that sweet star was blotted out, 
And hope expired, and faith was blind. 

Perchance our wayward wills rebelled 
Against the loving Father's will, 

Till sorrow's first wild gust was quelled 
By His all fender " Peace I be still I " 
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THE LOST STAR. ] 

Foi weak, J,t best is human taitli, 
And \o\t! IS pi-saioiiate jnd strong, 

And wildly leems Ihe la's or death 
Of tthxt we iove, a ciuel wion^ 

But God IB giiod md folds m calms 
Of His own lesl oui lestless iioula, 

Till witli liuslied heatte »nd Jaspid [lalma 
Wb ble^JS tliP Wiudoni that contiols 

And when foi ut thp hpny hour 
Ot doubt went by, md huly tiu-.t 

Ri iini>-d its fianqitdizing poivei, 

And hope looked upwiid from tlie dust, — 

Our hearti interpreted the Uw 

Of eaithly \i>a'* tnd heivenly gam. 

And thiough the lens of futd we siw 
ibe coteung diikness lent in twim. 

And lo' the stxi ne t-dled oui own, 

Whoso loss we mourned with biHer tears, 
Full oibed and clear scieiiely shone, 
V light to gladden dl out year- 
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NO UOMK. 

We ha\e in I onie Tlip noill s v, \e - 

The w 01 1(1 IS beaniilul lo ee 
With sunny '.lopes anil valleys fui 
And luscious fi uits and blo'-'onis i re 
And fpolemn wools mJ miiimu ruf st oti 
Whose musiL Ikidmg with n* dieuiii" 

Is Natures ctioril ine!ol> — 

Ah I loautful are ill to nu 
Deir Miy when thoa art hy my side' 

Yet neither slope, noi Tile nti liee 
Nor pleaimt nook wheie nedth the shot 

Of stately elms & loi peeps out, 
Noi lioweis that glority ihe meadow^, 

Noi iiioiiiil«in 111! with music si out, 
Is m le or tlnne beneath the dome 
Of Gods Hut, sky ue hate no home 

Tired, when the day is done I go 
With melai (.holy steps and slow 
Through the long streets where row on 
Stretching iway for wtaiy mile'' 
Are stone ii d hiitk ind miibk i lies — 



.y Google 



The stately palaces where Tratle 
Sits I'eguaut on his throne of bales, 
A king whose sovereignty prevails 

Without the cannon's noisy aid ; 
Oj-, still heyond, in lengthening lines, 
Mansions where pnle Dyspepsia diaea, 
And Gout grows frantic o'er Jiia wines ; 
But not a latch springs back for me 
As if it felt an owner's key, 
Oi- heard his " Open Sesame I " 
Through street and " Place " I idly roam, 
And murmur to myself, " No home ! " 



O, for some spot to call our own ! 

Some hiiiiible roof however lowly, 

Where we can say " Tiiia place is holy, 
Becaa^e 'tis home, — ours, oai-s alone 
From roof-tree to foundatiott stone," 
Some garden-close, where grass can grow 

Untrodclen by the stranger's foot. 
And rosea shall have leave (o blow. 

And strawberry beds to hluah with fruit; 
And lilacs with their purple blooms, 

Tlie daisy and the violet, 

And heliotrope and mignoimette 
Sow all the winds with rich perfume; 

And add to these some two or three 
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Exotics, Willi tlieir crintson flames 
And UBproDounceable sweet Dames, 
All " beaiiliful. esceediiigly " — 
With, here and there an apple-tree, 
Beneath whose shwde my gentle May 
Can watch our children at their play, 
As happy and as pure as they, 
And lovelier than the rarest flfwers 
That beautify this home of ours. 

But ah' I duara — ■ini dteiiiig ire i im 

bo wi'ieL mm thin I nei 
And yet these mofiona ot the brim, 

The pulses of nn heiit can stir, 
And many a weiij lioiii begmle 
With visions fan, that leconciie 
My lite to fortunes evil stiess, 
That else would on iny spirit piess 
With doable weight of lonehne=a 
Whai matters, though my sole domHin, 
Imparadised 'mid floweis anl liee?, 
Is- classed with those "Estates" in Spain, 
We call " Iiitaagibiliiies" ? 

Though May, my beautiful, my own, 
Whose love interprets to my sense 

All that to mortals can be known 
Of joy, and peace, and i 
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NO ROME. 

I If fill 

W 1 f I I t\ t t« 

1 m t I 1 (ltd 1 k he 

C u to y 1 1 m t es 

Alk b f t d 1 
Wl btl 1 fi i 

El wtl t gtl f t 1 1 
A 1 m d darl m t Id 

bub) my t I h Id 

Lf 1 p blii 
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SONG. 

I AW lonely, clearest, 

Very sad and lone ! 
Life is dark withont thee, 

And its glory gone ! 
O'er the shining azure 

Shadows brood and swim 
Sits my soul in shadows 

Desolate ind dim 

Tl ou^h the n enmg likistn 

Bain fi m nniiad tites 
And divmest odon 

Flut upon the breeze — 
Though the an \a vocal 

With the song of buds. 
Vainly am I pmuig 

Foi thy = 



Sadly in the gloammg 

Do I sit ilone. 
And my heait Lonveisca 

T\ilh the del! one gone! 
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Words of sweetest i 



Lb my soul, in sil( 
Goetb foL-tli (0 t 



Through the holy starlight, 

Through the odoi-ous air, 
From my heart aacencteth 

Still for thee its pi-ayer! 
liut that heart is lonely, — 

Tliou iirt far nway, 
And my soul in sLadow 

Sitteth night and day I 
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NOT MINE. 

Thoo art not mine, though to my spirit dearer 

Thtm ail of earth besides: sole cynosure 
Shining through cloudf that nearer gloom and nearer. 

With a most steaily brightness, calm and pure ; 
Piercing ihe darkness with serenest splendor. 

And o'er my being shedding light divine ; 
For this the honinge of my heart I render, 

While still that heart raourua on — Not mine — 

Not mine — not mine! though neicr name bath 
parted 

My lips, so oft as Ihat which thou dost bear ! 
Thridding the lonely wood-paths, weary -hearted, 

I breathe its music to the listening air. 
'Tis the pure spirit of my aspiiationa. 

The one clear note whose 



Still sounding on with infinitti vibi atioii'.. 

And through sad minors of — Not mine — 
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NOT MINE. 121 

Not mine — not mine! though I iiave dared to love 

With the mad love whose passionate excess 
Confesses no ideal throned above thee, 

But sees in ihee the crown of loveliness ! 
Ah ! wilder worship ne'er was paid the human, 

Nor eosllier ofFei-ing laid on beauty's shrine. 
Than I have given thee, O peerless woman ! 

Fairest and dearest, but — Not mine — not mine ! 

Not mine — not mine ! though all I dream of 

D»ells m the lustions depth of tliy datk ejes. 
And my wild passion la sublimed to duty. 

That sees m ihee ■\\\ templel sanctities' 
Vainlv in words, my full beait seeks expiession. 

And pants to mingle its best life with thine ' 
Vainlj It supplicates thy heaits possession. 

And bailed, mm mms still — Not mnio — not mine! 

Not mine — not mine' words of bitter in^uish ! 

O, pulse of file to throb thtough heiit and brnii ! 
O piophet voiLO thit tells me I must Im^uish 

StiO tor thy loie and lue thee still ni i iin ' 
Anotliei heaic shill know tl o pncelesa blessing 

Which mv s'ld heart foievci most lesigii, 
Another lip shall taste thy lips care smg, 

And itill my mo.in sound on — Not mine — n!)t 
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DESTINY. 

Bid me t.ot cea-e to Iovl ti . e ' tli xi^li ill \ainl\ 

My lieaits best gifts '»ie lavisheil on tliv shnrie. 
Though happiuevs and hope seem wiecketl msmely, 

Since well I knou thou ripyer canst be mine' 
Tef, cleiiest, by the heaven thtt bemle above thee. 

By ibe good angels wiih their pitying e^es, 
AdcI by !hy sonl, bid me not cease to loie thee, 

Foi lite must p^ss eie this mid pn'^sion dies 

My niemoiy yields no woid thit tliou bast spoki>n, 

No smile of thine hath distance powei to dim, 
In love's bright chain no single liuk is biuken, 

And still thy name is beiuty's synoiijm 
I sleep, and lo ' my dieams iie ill elysnn. 

Fdled with thy piesence hke informing flame 
I w^ke, and -till one beatific vision 

Smiles throngh thi, spices, evuimoie llie a me 

Bid me not ceise to love thee' though I never 
Miy hope to wm in ansrteiiiig love tiom thf e , 

Thine, bcjonl iin'om — ihine to-day foievei, 
Deiipr tliui fieidorn bntli bueet bond- to me 
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DESTINY. 


The Riamiil 1 


iifirniiig and the dewy evening. 


Tb« soIdhii] 


1 night with myriad stnrs above. 


The iaflnite 3 


ea, the all-embracing heaven, 


With tlieir 


weird voices bid me still lo love 



No more I !t=k thee to relurn my passion, 

Kor of thy pity aught do I implore ; 
For hopeless liive, sublimed to adoration, 

Lifts the sad soul to heights unknown befoi-e. 
And braids its gloom with sunbeams ! Gloom h 
glory — 

A troubled joy — -a passionate iiiira-t, 
Why, this is lifi! — the old psitheti.' slrir(, 

Through love imd joy and Forrow maiiiftst. 
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AGATHA. 

WcKE hei fi'e i iJosk i twilight, 

When the soft Septembei evi,s 
Darken slowly m tlie shadow 

Till the iKjbeain is no moie 
I would male hei blaze with jewels, 

As the iiight, when it receives 
One by one the stairy splendors 

Spi iiikiiiig dll the heavens oei : 
Duinonls fiom hei cboii tt esses 

Should ODtflash then living light ; 
On lier fingers, rubies, s^ppbire* 

Gems of lovthest hue ahouH gleam 
0, but I would make her gljiious 

At the stjii encinctured night' 
but I would make her lovelier 

Thin tho poets fondest dietm' 

But her 1 low is fair as morning 
When no mists its beauty shroud ; 

And her sliming Hubuin ringlets 
Like a ami lit tjirent fall 

Doin the hiiiiy nefk ulio-e whitene 
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A OATH A. 

Glfamiiig ihi'nu^h a golden clouii, 
Seems a hiow- wreath in the splendor 

That the day flings over all ! 
0, her eyes were made to worship, 

With their depths of heavenly blue ! 

0, her month was ma<ie for kisses. 
With its dewy-lusciou'i lips ! 

And the heaven of lier earesies, 
Wai'm and passionate and true, 

Fills me with delirious rapture, 
Thrilling lo my flnger-tips. 

Were her name a mark for slander, 
HissJDg out its venomed lies, 

Tall the world, with fece averted, 
Smole her with its cruel seorn, 

1, against a mad world's clamor. 
Would believe those holy eyes, - — 

Minor of a soiil where only 

White and starry thoughts are born ! 
I would build my faith around her 

Like a fortress of defense, 
Fiom the malice of the evil. 

From the meanness of the proud ; 
I would lavish love upon her, 

Self-forge ttiiig and intense. 
Till tiie light of joy should scatter 

Fiom her pathway, evciy f loud ! 
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But the uvi! bto^ao U palaiotl 

Tkat wuuld dare to wrong hor nam* 
And for her the liji of cursing 

Can Bpeak nothing but a prayer ; 
Even envy casts no shadow 

O'er the whiteness of her fame, 
For the ongels guard their feii-ter 

With a proud and laving care ! 
0, I love hor for her beauty, 

Brighter than the poet's dreams 
When elysian splendors haunt him 

And Ilia life ia most divine ! 
0, I love her for her goodness. 

For the gentle sonl that seems 
Kindred with (he star-crowned spirits, 

For the pledge that make^ her mine 
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FORSAKEN. 

I CUBSE lliCQ not, — Ihmigli ihon hnst bri'atlied a 
blight 

Over my life and qnenched its joy forevi'v. 
Hencel'm-tli I walk 'mid shadows of a niglit 

Wliose veil of darkness sliall be lifted never. 
I blame thee not, — though sweet repose was mine 

Till at tliy bidding passionate emotion 
Surged tliroiigb my heart, which madly leaped lo 

As to the inooti the billows of tlie oceiin. 

Thoi'e was a witchery in thy very speech, 

Tl)at while I listened filled my soul witli glad- 

And its sweet subtleties were skilled to tciich 

Tlie bliss of love — I wake to know its madness. 

Thy words were poison, but I drank them in 
With a delicious joy, so ftiir their seeming, 

As, through temptation, step by step, to sin 
They led me on, bewildered in my dieiiniiiig. 
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128 FOIiSAKEN'. 

O wily iLmptei ' lioil I j,ues9el tbac nifUif 

Lurked beneath woiils bieithed foitli s.o musically, 
Then had the silvery arceiits of thy tongue 

Been tiumpet voices ^11 my fears to r-ill^ 
So thou the guilt and I the woo and shamo 

Haply hid reaped alike thiici, fatal folh ' 
How with d shonoi has it linked my uHine 

And mide my heirt the hime of ni^luid rly ! 

Yet I lepToifh thei, not thoUj^h thou hist b ouglit 

Dwpiir unto 1 heart thit loved thee oiih ' 
Go — aud forget the rum thou hast wrtugit 

The apLnt ciubhed iud Heaolate and lonely 
Smile to thy young uitea smile, and bienthe to her 

Loves tliiillmg woids lo me so often spoken, 
And 'mil tlu gladnts, let no thought itt i 

To the t nd heait tht i iiait letn^e 1 and biokeii. 
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A BIKTH-DAT TRIBUTE. 

(TO c. R.) 

Amoks these heart gifts js there loom for mme ' 

Oi may I d^^e with stamroeriiig iittei Mice, 

Gne to weak woids the ihouglifs by thee maprel? 

If ill of best in what I wish foi thee, 

If all of grandest in my hope for tliee, 

If all of tenderest in my love f r theo 

Could be tiaiislaled into \eiae ot mine, 

Then yer^e of mine "ihould tlius be worthy thee 

And teil how good tlif gool I isk foi thie 

How grand the hope I liaie to hope fui thee 

How leieient the lo\e I keep fir thee, 

How childly oiedent my true faith in thee 

And the sweet thought that is its ihythmic soul, 

Wedded to rhythmic woids as subtle awebt, 

Should make its music is thp thimp of 'itiit, 

"When they all smg togothei keeping time 

To the gl*d shoutings of tlie sons of God' 

Vam the desire, the aspiration \aia, 

To link the passion of my inmost life, 

The Bubtlct thoughts that bieathn within my =oul 

To outwiid sjecih fhf filtuii^ ''ilhilcs 
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) A BI&TB-DAY TRIBUTE 

Sink info siienco, when tliey fain would give 
Expression to the faith so full of thee. 
No verse can reach the level of thy worth, 
Nor voice the homage my heart pays to thee, 
Nor sum the trust that BdiIs response in theo. 
And growing thus to tenderest reverence, 
Gives to my soul the seal of sanctity. 
Let it content me, therefore, that tliy heart 
Can read the wordless mystery of mine ; 
And, made through love interpreter of love, 
Kdow all the sweetness of my thought, 
And how that fhowgbt is vital with la^ faith, 
And how that faith says "I believe in thee." 
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AT THE GOAL. 

I JOURNEYED many a weaiy mile, 
And when the day was almost past, 

Beside a cottage-gate I stood 
And said, " Tlie goal at last ! " 

"Briglit eyes will flash with brighter lieani, 
A voice of musiu sweeter be" 
(So my thought shupiid itself in worths) 
"To-iiight, becwnse of me." 

Up the smooth walk I pas'^ed, and lieai'd 
The faint breeze in the maples stir, 

And the birds singing; then I stooped 
To pluck a rose for her. 

The door swung open, and a face 

Beamed welcome ; not the face I sought, 

But sweet and kind withal, yet grave 
With sorrow or with thought; 

A face beloved — yet, in its lines, 
As it came neartir and more near 
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2 AT THE GOAL. 

A sad, patlietic, teuiJer look 
That filled my soul with fear. 

With sudden impulse — " Evelyn — 

Some ill to her? — speak qnick ! " I said; 

One word, sobbed out from quivering lips, 
Came like a death-shot .... "Dead/" 

Sad monosyllable ! . , . . « breath 

But halt'-articulate, and heai'd 
By the heart rather than the ear — 

What power was iu that word ! 

A power to curdle the warm blood 

And press like ice the tlu'obbing brain, 

And send tbrongti every fluttering pulse 
Tlie fiery darts of pain ! 

Mute, motionless, with parted lips, 
And eyes that stared on vacancy, 

I stood — an<l felt the ebbing tide 
Tiiat bore all life from mo. 

But soon a hand was laid on mine 

With O, such pity in its press. 
It seemed to win my spirit back 
From utter desertneas: 
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AT THE GOAL. 133 

So VKHiiig \n\t uiicuus Lfii Iv 

To its soft guid^Bce, I was led 
To the dim chamber wlieia the Hy — 

My heiutiful m>/ dfiid ' 

P«4le flower', grew ]itlei in the h\\ 1'! 

So meekly foHcd uli hei bienit 
And all sweet thoughts that stiii i her lieait 

Weie, with th»t heart, ^t lest. 

fhe soft light ot hei loving eyes 

Had fided in i dieai eclipse, 
And Mlenoe huslied foi evpimoie 

The mum ot liei 1 ps 

O, yeiy fan beue^ih hn Inn 

Seen through its cloud ot clusteiia^ s^M, 
Her foieheod like a maible saints, 

Gleamed bejutifnl and toH ' 

let o\er all fheie Imgeted stdl 

Some trieef of a he'iveiily light — 

The gleam, perchance, of arigel-wmgi 
Flung hiUiW \iA fiom then flight. 

As witli Ihe Euiless soul they cleft 
Their luminous pitliwi^ to th.^ &kie , 

While an^el voi es hllc 1 the tir 
With songs ot Pai idzse ' 
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4 AT THE GOAL. 

But oin- tliiU ears are slow to bear 
Aught save tJie rustle of the pall. 

As throngh our tears we see decay 
Steal claj'kly over all ; 

Aid Miiona ot the "^unkss s'^wp 

With the ad ehin.e thit theie is VMOught, 
Tumt ua witli oui moitility 

And M ed to du&t oui thoiij,lit 

We think not how thit dust shall i ise 
To star the sodden grave with fljWers, 

"Whose graeo 'ihall ^lartden oil pi cyei, 
As heis hath f,Kddened cura 

We think not with what loiiitg cue 
Nntuie ppeseivc hei myitiL ■'lews. 

And in ^ thiusand glonoiis forms 
Hci iieii>!ied life lei ews 

We thijik not in oui itlfiah wie 

How, freel fiom e^eiy mortii laint, 

She lives, whom we bewail is i5e^d, 
Sfil! 0U1S — though Clowned i sunt' 

Not lost to us, nor lost to love — 
A living, conscious, sentient sou), 

Before na passed within the veil, 
And earlier at the goal. 
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AT THE^^GOAL. J 

Doar God 1 if our wilil sobs prevail 
To drowQ tliy loving voice awhile, 

If through their tears, our eyes Ciitch not 
The sunlight of thy smile — 

Forgive our atheist grief! and "Peace!' 
Say, softly, to our passions' strife ; 

Say, gentlyi " Wiong not death! 'tis but 
The vestibule of Life ! " 
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WITHIN THE VEIL. 

I SAID otice : " Dark and cold — 
All ! cold and dark the grave to which we tend, 
Where lover parts from lover, fneiid from friend, 

And life's brief tale is told 
With its pathetic ending — ' Diist to dust ! ' " 
Now, with a new-born faith and lovefu! trtiat — 

I say: "The grave is blest! 
0, call it dark no raoro, since she is laid 
Iq its still depths, whose life a sunshine mado 

In good deeds manifest, 
To cheer the gloom of sorrow and despair. 
And pour its bright beams round her everywhere." 

She taught us how to live ! 
Her blameless life, from mean ambitions free, 
That loved the right it dared to do and he. 

Lessons sublime did give 
Of 8 true liobJeuess — for all that shone 
Sunlike in Siiintly souls she made her owu ! 
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jfirmNs THE VEIL 1B7 

She laught us how to lilie ! 
With what ft holy joy aside slie flung 
The bocly's bondage, and exulting sprung 

To immortalily ! 
Who then should fear to tread, as she h!ith twl. 
The path through death, that leadcth uutn Gofl ! 

0, gi'aye ! a sacred trust 
To thee is given ! No common aslies Bleep 
Within thy guardiaci arms ! Sacredly kefp 

This consecrated dust, 
Till, quickened with new life, it shall arise, 
A glorinuh 'lody, fitted for the skios ! 
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THE EAELY DEAD. 

Passed from our sight, within the veil, 
Still compassed by the Father's care, 

Why should our hearts their loss bewail, 
And sorrow darkeu to despair ? 

In the fresh morning of their life, 

While faith and love glowed pure and W; 

Called to the guerdon from the strife, 
To tbe safe haven from the storm — 

They breathe the fi'agrance of the flowers 
From the fair groves of Eden slied — 

Still ours, though gone before, still ours 
Are tliey we call tbe Early Dead. 

Beyond the reach of earthly ill. 

They see our grief, yet not condemn ; 

And loving us are conscious still 
Of all tlie love wo feel for them. 

Not theirs tbe haunting fear that Ibrows 
Its shadow o'er our spii-its here. 
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THE EARLY DEAD. 

ISuf jjLifLCt fiu t «id 'Jweet lepi&e 
In lieiveti's uiidouded atmosplieie 

Not theirs the bitter sob that ape^hs, 

The beart tliat bleed? oei seveied ties, — 

No teti-diojis glisten on the cheeks 
FanueJ by the aus of Pi Ui,e ' 

Rot then the neiiy war nith ^m 
The conflict «itli temjjlation '. luiea 

The perfect rest fhey entei m, 

Like the deii live of God, enduies 

O 1 tt tl fl 11 k 

Th 1 b 1 Ik d J I 1 y, 

A 1 11 tl 1 til hrow 

Tl ! 1 pi y. 

F h J f Ou t t 1 ve, 

Wdty f th wpth — 

Tl w Ik m 1 I fc pi Id b 1 

N 1 1 tl mpt I ,ith. 

h I J- 1 h t 1 1 found 

Ft th h n 1 h 

W 11 t t b tl y owned 

W 1 If and mm tal y 
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,40 TRE EARLY DEAD. 

Weep not for them, tlioiigli few tlie years 
Their fajteriag feet life's pathvyay ti'od ; 

Faith whispers, as we dry our tears, 

"The puke in heart shall dwell witu 
God ! " 
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THE CHILD ANGEL. 

Lilt whitf her '(km, 

Violets are hei eje-*, 
And their dejitlis within, 



Eveiy lay that heims 

Flora those uilis of blue, 

Lights T norld of diLim«, 
Teudei n trm, in] line 

Sweetei tt an the hlooms 

Of the 6picy South, 
Is the bieatli lliit comes 

From her lo^y mouth, 
NeiBi 8ong of hnds 

Coidd delight me so. 
As her biby woid'i 

Muimmed sift and low 

How the love light plays 
Oei her foiehead fjir ' 

How the jfolleii raja 
Glorify her htxir I 
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TUE ( niLD ANGFL 

How the dimples sm ill 
Twinkle lound hei face' 

How die fasiliioiiecl all 
To tlie law of giacel 

TTlieii mj (loliiigs -soKe 

With its glad lefi im 
Miikes the aii lejoice, 

I foigot my pain , 
When Its tender tiilU 

Speik hei lo^e aiiglit, 
All my spiiit thuils 

With 1 keen deliglit 

Lile la moip diMne. 

Witli a fullei LIiss, 
"When lier lips to mine 

Pies? llieii loving kiss 
I can better meet 

Sonow, piun, and care, 
When hei IiUle feet 

Pdttei lound my chair 

Moje nn I discern 
In hei awleless lotUs, 

Bettei niadom leain, 

Tlian horn wiaeat books. 
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THE CHILD ANGEL. 

God ! accept my thanks 
For tliia aogel given, 

Though the shining ranks 
Miss her, up in lieaveu 
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Miugling with it the divine and human — 
Name with iighfc eiilmloetl since it won a 
Saucliiyin^ giare fiom the Madonna! 

Ail we I now of lo'it'b Pc^tntiL liweetness 
All we dei,iii of womanhoidt completeness. 
Pities, hopes, and helpful- tenderneBsee, 
To my heart that simple name expresses. 

And to me 'lis linked with inward heautj, 
Faith ia rigiit and loyalty to duty. 
Gracious household ways and faithful loving, 
That rebuke our waywardness and roving. 

So, for these, I shrine the name of Mary 
In my heart as in a eanctuary — 
Shrine it there with every pnm eraofion 
Born of love, of sorrow, or devotion. 
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Deal' for tliese ; but infinitely dearer 
For a memory sweeter, sadder, neiirer — 
All my diiya with tender twilight shading. 
Yet with brightness all my soul pervading. 

One io whom that holy name was given 
Smiles upon me from her jiome in lieaven ; 
In my honva of quiet and of dreaming. 
Smiles upon me with an ange! seeming. 

0, the treasures of wjiicli death bereft us I 

O, the precious memories God hag left us ! 

O, the sorrow in our liearts tliat dwelleth I 

O, the joyful f^iih that there upwelleth ! 

Through our soba shall break our glad tlianUsgiv- 

iiig 
That all life seems holier for her living, 
And the grave itself the shining portfil 
Through whicli she passed into the life immortal. 

Home seems hallowed, since her evanescence, 
By the sacred memory of her presence, 
Shedding evermore the light of beimty 
O'er the dai-k and rugged paths of duty. 

For her life was like a. glad evangel 
With its bright revealings of the angel ; 
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And her death, with solemnizing s^veetiiess, 
Gave that life its beautiful completeness. 

Thanks to God 1 His tender beuedietJon 
Calms the tumult of our great affliction, 
And our eye?, albeit in tearful blitidnesp, 
Bead the record of His loving kindness — 

Plei-ce, at length, through all the tiingled tis^ii 
Of our doiihts, to life's Bublimer issues. 
Till we learn how all things bletirt benignly 
In His plan whose woi'k is wrought divinely. 
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THE PLOWER-BlilXGEE. 

A GENTLE cliild, within whose siiiijij eyes 

Twelve summers liave bestowed their light, ; 

wrought 
Haply upon her tiroiv some sliades of thought 
The faint adumbi-a of that life whiiih lies 
In Ihe far future with its mysteries ; 

A happy child, amid whose pleasant fnndes 
Eose-hiies ai'e braitlttd and the hope-Itglit daiic 
And o'ev them gleams the light of Pai-adise : 
Such is the little friend I love »'i well, 
My pretty, preraous, laughing, loving Belle, 
Who brings me rosea — but herself m fairer. 
Nor blooms in Nature's bowers a lovelier, rarer. 



I call her Rose, for her surpassing f 

1 call her Lily, too, for she is fair, 
Fragile, nnd all-unconscious of her meetness 

To be described by lovelieat things that are; 
I call her Bird, for woi-ds drop musically 

FiYim her red lips in sweetest rnodulatioint ; 

I call her Angel, for lier ministrations 
Are pure, unselfish, loveful; every eully 
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148 THE FLOWER-BRINGER. 

Of her bi'ight spirit make us feel its ueaniesa 

To all we know of Heaven — its love, its clearnuss 

From taiut of sin or sorrow. 

Yet my fmiey 
No single graee of girlhood's necromancy 
Takes for the names it gives; but, best of all, 

I love my Flower, my Angel, that the Human 
Looks tenderly from out her lai'ge brown eyes, 
With hopes and fears and half-di'eamed prophecies 

Of cares and sorrows that await the woman, — 
Her heritage, priests tell us, since the Fall. 

O, deaiest child ! so nestled to my heart. 

Whose strongest tendrils have around thee grown ! 
Not mine, yet loved as fathers love their own I 
My sweet Flower-Angel ! thy ncconscious art 
Hath lured my soul, for many an hour, from sad- 

Hftlh filled my soul, for many an hour, with glad- 
Therefore I bless thee ! and, that thou art good, 
And that thy heart with kind tlioughta overflow 
eth. 
And that for love I owe thee gratitude, 

And tiiat 1 love thee, child, aa my verse show- 
eth, 
I weave my blessing in this rhyme for tliee ! 
And so — farewell! 
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THE FLOWEB^BRINGER. 141; 

Wliale'iic my future be, 
Or dark, or bright, I shall not soon forget 

The innocent love that cheered me in the hours 
That else had been too sad — the gifts of flow- 
Brought by tlij bonnie hand, my dove-eyed pet ! 
For, though tlie roses fade, not thus shall part 
Tlie fragrance of thy kindness from my lieait. 
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THE OLD. 

Give me old songs — ■ though riiilii and bold, 

Tet sp;ii'Uliug with llie purest goid ; 

Such as were ajUabled hi fli* 

When " rare Ben Jonson " swept the lyre ; 

And touclies of bis master-hand 

Went vibrating through till the land, 

And found in every heart a tone 

That setined an echo of its own. 

Give me old buoks — the fonies wheie iiind 
lis choicest treii^uiea hath enahnned, 
Rich wiih the thoughts of btiiied seers 
Whose genius glorified then years , 
Old books, well-thumbed and vellutij-bound, 
The wise, the witty, the profound, 
M hose -.lamed md im[ le pigcs hold 
A laici wealth thin gema oi gold 

Gne me oM patha — though few thi blooms 
Thit diiig the senses with peifumes, 
And few the siien notes thit keep 
A iliJuii to sieps thit climb the steep 
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Old patljs, tliougli iiiggell, brightening s 
Willi golden gleams fiom Zion's Hill — 
By patriarchs aud prophels imd, 
And leading to t!ie mount of God ! 

Give me idd fi lends — ihu tiicd of yeai 
Wlmiu suu! ia in tbeir smiles and tears 
Though rough of speech, aniJ void of i 
Yet frank and boW nnd leal of heart ; 
With steady failh and aoul serene, 
Scorning the hoHow, false, and mean ; 
With oppn brow and honest eye, — 
Their patent of nobility, 

Tlien, in some niansirtn <dil and griiii, 
Emboweled by woods wlioife twilight ilii 
Hailows the nooadiy, let me bide, 
The ebb of life s tuaiiiltiious tide ; 
My passions hmhed in deep repose, 
Forget nmbitioti and its woes ; 
Jn calmness w«t. till De«h enfold 
A heart that's weary, worn, and old. 
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LILIAN. 

My liltlo maiden Lilian, 

Iler blue eyes filled with lender light, 
Just DOW, adown the garden palh, 

Went flashing like a sprite ; 

And something in tlie woi-ds she said, 
And something in her ple^isaiit smile, 

Flooded my soul with hnppy thoughts 
That linger yet awhile. 



And beautiful of form atid fiicc. 
And all the motions of her limbs 
Obey the law of grace. 

Her eyes, that change from blue to grn 
As tides of feeling sink or swell, 

Are full of gentle loves and joys, 
Such as with childJiood dwell ; 

Aad yet, at times, withia their depths, 
A shadow, lialf-defined, appears. 
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LILIAN-. 
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AlicI she is right ! liei' teachers they. 
That teli lier e^i'niort; of Him ; 

And temple, priesi, and choir, fui- lit; 
Are ia the wood-paihs dim. 

And so, from Nature's soul to hers 
Flow iiispiratious undefileil, 

And in » world of happy thouglils 
S!ie lives, a happy child. 
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THE LITTLE GIRL'S SONG. 
I've a ■Jiirling little Dolly, and !ier eyes are black 

She Jouiigea on the sofa iiiglit and day, 
Aud never cares a bauheo for the mending of l^er 
elo'ai, 
Nor qmii'i-els with the children at their play. 
O, my honnie Dolly May, 
How I love you all the day 1 
How I prattle to, and kiss you ! — uoue the less, 
Tliat I can hut feel the lack 
When you never kiss me back. 
Nor caressingly return my caress. 



Though my Dolly is a beauty, she is neither pro 

Will never like Miss Shallow, put on airs; 
But a q«iet little lady she will 
Undisturbed by our troubles and i 

O, my darling Dolly May 

Is the sharer of my play,, 
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156 THE LITTLE GIRDS SONG. 

Aiid hei' eyes aeem to watch ice as they roll, 
Like a living baby's eyes, 
With a questioning surprise, 

Till it seoHia as if Dolly had a soul. 



She's older tlian her mamma — funny, ii 


m't it? — 


and queer? 




But she never disobeys me, though 'ti 


s so; 


Nor pouts while I repi'ovc her, nor sque^ 


ezes out a 


tear 




With her knuckles, like some little 


girls you 


know. 




0, my pretty Dolly May! 




I shall son-ow for the day 




When the ftmcies of my childhood all a 


re o'er, 


And the older people say, 




" 0, fie ! you mustn't play, 




Such a lady ! with your Dolly any mor' 
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MARRIED. 

Our lieaiitifu! Maggie was married to-day — 
Beautiful Maggie, with soft, brown liiiir, 
Whose siiadows fail o'er a face as fair 

As tiie snowy blooma of the early May ; 

"We have kissed her lips and sent lier awoy, 
"With many a blessing and many a prayer, 

Tbe pet of our house who was married to-day. 

The sunshine is gone from the old south room, 
Wliere she aat through the long, bright summer 

hours ; 
And ihe odor is gone from the window llowurs, 

And someiliing is lost of their delicate biomn ; 

And B shadow creeps over the house with its gloom 
A shadow that over our Paradise lowers, 

For we see her no more in the old soutli room. 

I thought that tlie song of the robin, this eve. 
As he sang to his mate on tlie sycamore tree, 
Had minors of sadness to temper its glee, 
As if he lor the loss of our darling did grieve, 
And asked, " Where is Maggie ? " and, " Why did 
she leave ? 
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Tlie maiclen wlio caroled sweet cloeK witli mef' 
For she mocketl not the song of the robin this eve. 

The pictures seem dim where they hang on the 

Though they cost hut a trifle, tliey always looked 

fair, 
Wlietlier himplipht or Ennlight illmniaed them 
1 
I thi 1 -u / p lb hten 1 1 11 

Since M 1 H 

Whl yfllfll 11 11 

nie pictures seem dim where they hang on liie 



I lounge through the garden — I Staiicl by the 
gate; 
She stood there to meet me last eve, at tliis 

E%ery eve, thiuu^h the ^ummei in sun&litie m 
showei, 
Just stood bj the jwstein my coming to wait. 
Dear Miggie, hei heait with its welcome ehie, 

To a'^^ '"^ I finiili , and a kiss and d flo«ei 
Ah! nhen will sli-- yeet me agun bj the feitc ■' 
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She lovod us aiifl left u* ; she loves, and is gone 
With the one she loves Iiest, as his teHutiful 

How fondly he called iier his joy and his pride, 
Our Joy and our pride, whom he claims as his own ! 
But can he, like us, prize ihe heart he has woa — 

The heart that now trustingly throbs by liis side ? 
God linon-s! mid wc knuiv that — slie loves, and is 
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POSSESSION. 

Thl sweetest woil tlidt cvei nas he^ii-d — 
From the swtetest lipa the swette'it woid 
Has biimmeJ my heait to its oveiflo"' 
With a b]jss is pme as (he ^^^el8 know; 
And mj "oiJ ao long bowed saJU down, 
Aasumea the sceptic and the crown, 
And ri^es up with & legxl mil 1 
O, fateful woidi my life to fill 
With 1 larger life and moie divine 
For it makes me hers and it make'* her n 
And bimgs agim fo oui unaealed eyes 
The beauty jnd gloiy of Ptndise' 
The ea,ith so f»ii seems fauer far, 



And 1 holiei light have 


sun ind stir; 


The bine of the ekv is 


more (Imne. 


And a deepei music is i 


n the pine. 


The wwe thit bieAs oi 


. the pebUy shore 


I-Iath 1 murmiii of love 


noei heird before, 


And the biooks Kngli out with \ merrier glee 


As they flash thtouah 


the v^llejs away to the 



For Niture Iceb to the inmost ( 
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POSSESSlOfl. 1 
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I an re I n w m I 1 m 

Fotiy the whallu prise, 

Th f 1 1 h Uat b mm 1 mn y , 

And th w b bl h n my 1 

Fo t9 1 I h t d ly a ngl w rd 

From f Ito ip h Ifg d h Uh d 

Anl gu h f J y b J ad nt I 

Akn lijyththlfee Ij 

With ts U 1 h fall d 11 ny b 

(I tl k 11 b d k ) 

As h 1 1 I mbl t n 

And t 1 J t Hi— rhine ! " 
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YOU AND I. 

YoD and I — You and I! 
The words go chiming through my brain, 
I raui-mur them over and over Hgain ; 
I murmur them softly, I scarce know why, 
When only tht dugUa who loie me hm 
And the deire^t angel ot ^I1 soemi dum 
"\Tith hei luminous eyes hokmg liic mto mine — 
With her large, dark eye whose dej ths divine 
Are filled to the bum with tendernesaea 
iud iny blow wheie the hot bliud llucbs and 

beats, 
I'^rtl\ with thought and pirtlj with pniii 
To an unseen hinds unseen cues-'ei 
Yields, for su hour its fever heats 
And weals the smooth fiMt of its childhood again. 

You and I — You and 1 1 
What if either of us shouH die ? 
Could the hearts that have loved so tenderly 
Be severed hy death ? Hot so — not so ! 
My soul leans out from its house of clay 
When the breeze that has fanned your cheek goes 
by, 



.y Google 



Ai 1 SI I 


1 1 ! 


1 


Of 1 1 p t f 1 


1 d 


|iy 


W h ■( 1 1 i w! 


1 


g 


W t h h 1 f 






Say b 1 1 y I 


m h 




Ai d l 1 g 11 ! t 1 b 1 




And 1 k w 1 t HI 


y 1 




Ou I h 11 keep h h 


ly t 


t 


Th gh 11 h yea f h 


If 


1 


Th J 1 11 m t d 1 t 


nd t* 


Wl 


Ai d [ ft f L d 1 






Till fill d d 1 11 d h 


hiss 


d 


Th y fl t 1 k h I J 


th 


se 


Th t 1 thy h ©s Et 


ty 




Ke p tl t y t wh t 


y 1 


t 


Th I 1! th f tl 


It 


5 


■i 1 I — \ 1 I 






We 1 d ^ k f tl 1 


1 h 


Jy\ 1 


And 1 ti i 1 bn d t. 




(1 



Anl t h 1 to It h I p < 

Th btt t f w 

Te wl tl tl h 1 It d w 

Or th Mb h f th w te to m 

Be p Ih 1 n k^ 

Oii 1 J, 1 te f! b i 

Mj 1 pt t 

Til I 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 



.y Google 



16-i YOJI AND 1. 

And tlie '^Uwi anibiEim-. uf Iitei. tiill itrime, 

And the gieeda which delve aud the hopes wliieh 

Shall Jill, and the life-tide, cbbiue low, 
Come back no more with its vitil fluw — 
Yet Lo\e still shapes our destmi, 
Love leigiia oei ill tnumphantlj , 
Love lives through all immortally, 
Love 18 Its omi eternity. 
And we ire Love s, and cinnot die ' 
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Was the jou Ife w d v h 
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66 SE3SII-:. 

Tldfl h h her birth; 

N m w 

ft p li d o earth ! " 

Th g h 

T h e — 

W d s air 



And as we marked eftct budding grace 
Unfolding sweetly, day by day, 

In added charms of form and face, 
We dreamed not of their swift decay. 

But said, " This child, so lovely now. 
Will be jet lovelier in om srght'" 

And Ilojje wove gail'mds loi hei hion, 
And Clowned Jiei queen of all ddyht 

Ah, rn luufn! change' the hft. so full 
Of piomiae fiorii o»i gtze hiis fled. 

And e<tith IS dnik and dieai and dull, 
Since ''he who m'xde our joj la deid. 



Deiid! ere her third brief summer's close: 
Dead ! while its flowers by thousands bioom ; 

And every gentle wind that blows 
Scatters their petals o'er her tomb ! 
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Vainly we wait to hear once more 
The bird-like music of her voice ; 

Her iight step, dancing o'er the floor, 
That made our very hearts rejoice ; 

Vainly, to catch her joyoua smile, 

The bright gleam of her sunny hair ; 

The happy light that shone, erewhile, 
In eyes that blessed us unaware ; 

Vainly, to feel her white arms twine 
Around us with their loving stress, 

And kisses from her infantine 

Sweet lips on ours, like roses, press. 

O, heavy grief! whose palsying touch 
Shatters the hopes that seemed so fair 1 

0, hungry grave ! that claims so much 
Of love's best treasures, sweet and rare 

Alas ! our tears have made us blind. 
And so ariiid the dark we grope, 

While G!od is infinitely kind, 

And blesses us beyond our hope. 

Look up, sad heart, for lo, the child 

So loved, so mouraed, has found her re 

A spirit pure and undofiled, 

Safe sheltered on the Father's breast ! 



.y Google 



THEENODT. 

Neveu more shall mothei--breiist 
B& the pillow of thy rest ; 
Never more thy laughing eye 
To the mother's glance reply ; 
Nor the lisping, loving word 
Froiii tiiy b»by-lip3 be heard ; 
Nor tliy thousand little wiles 
Kindle all her face with smiles. 

From the shelter of her breast 
Thou hast gone to deeper rest ; 
Sunny eye and laughing lips 
Darkly sleep in death's eclipse ; 
And the grave's cold shadow now 
Veils the whileuess of thy brow, 
While thy mother, night aud morn, 
Sori-ows for her latest born. 

Tet I ween 'tis well with thee, 
Early from, thy thralldom free, 
Ere thine eye had caught a glance 
Of our sad inheritance ; 
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THRENODY. 

Or thme c w had lenmed tn know 
All tlie diiltjcC of woe 
Or the light thy soul within 
Faded in the muik of sin 

While the masic of the splieiet 
Trambled on thine mfmt eai3, 
And the ingi,!s made thy dteams 
I/nminous with Fden gleams, 
Death — himselt on an^d — (nme. 
Tenderly he touchel thy ff^me 
And thy spiiit from its clay 
Leapt esultinjy iway ' 

Now amid the ronsonipl thionjf, 
Oveiflow thy lips with long 
Ne^er did si aweet i notf 
Clea'ie the an fiom mo tal throai f 
Nevei heard the eii ot Time 
Stiaiiis 80 holy and sublime, 
All whise tendei mmois toil 
Of a bliss ineflable 

Is it. hung, to ha\e j Yen 
One to swell the songi oi heaven, 
Eie his hippy spiiit knew 
Aught to Btain its vir^o hue'' 
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THRENODY. 

Henceforth to our spirit- sight 
Shall that world be doubly bright, 
Attd intenser longings butn 
In our hearts, till we, in turn. 
Chastened, sanctifiud, and blest, 
Pass serenely to its rest! 
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BIRTHDAY SONG. 

Katkina I ftel yuu not wiih me 

Oui years are huirying on, 
And (h»t die spaikle of lile? cup 

Foi evei more is gone ' 
Alieidj hath the shue of Time 

Mukod deeply on mj brou 
The fmrow that too planily l>-ll 

ridt joulh IS over now 
My locks which ouce were iiikly brown. 

Glow gii'ily now iiifl thin 
Old A„o comes stealtlnly iilong — 

The thievi'^h manikin ' — 
And in nij face he shakes his p-^w 

As he IS gliding by 
And snatches with his felon hand 

Til lustie t im my tye I 

The hoiei mora if Hp is i st - 

Out dijs of fun ie o%er — 
We miiy not tiead the dan a jg m, 

The loved cue m-1 the lovei ' 
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BIRTHDAY SONG. 

So, sol ly 1 ] e ly 

We'll pe d tl e ■lu n h ■a 
Nov sigl that we ! a e left 1 el 1 

Life 8 81 1 g t me an 1 ts fiowers. 

The blossoms fa led us lo g ago 

The leaves are vax ng sere 
Bot golden f ts a e i 1 e r place 

To CO n tl e wa ng year 
And tlough tl e fl si -x \ glow of I ft 

Witl )outlful d earns lepa t. 
Love, I eaed bj ti e ya ng year^ 

Glows deatl le s tl e 1 ei 
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WrrH KAI'UUK. 



NATUKE'S WOESIIir. 

Deem it not an idle thought 
From the dreaming fency wrought, 
That the great Creative Soul 
Thrills through the created whole, 
And that cuiiacious Nature gives 
To the Life in which slie lives 
Tribute meet of praise and prayer, 
Evermore and everywhere ! 

Day to day doth uttei" speech. 
Night to night her lore doth teach ; 
And their voices manifold 
Over farthest space are rolled ; 
Mingling in the Upper Calm, 
Lo I they form a solemn psalm. 
And their music sweet and clear 
Fills, like ligltt, our almospliece. 
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NATURE'S WORSHIP. 

Earth nor motiiiiain liath, nor glen. 
Solitude, nor haunt of men, 
Flowery knoll, uor sterile sod, 
But is conadous of its God I 
And in springing blade or brake, 
Or the saiid gi-aiii's curious make. 
Or the dark mould, testifies 
" He is good as He is wise ! " 

Every flower that from its cup 
Sendetli sweetesi incense up, 
Every shrub where bum the beea 
Theii- day-long monotonies. 
Every leaf whose tender green 
Silvers in the shimmering sheen. 
Every blade of dewy grass 
Trembling as the breezes pass — 

Every gentle wind that plays 
With the tassels of the maize, 
Or along the billowy plain 
Rolls the waves of golden grain ; 
Every bird ihat soars and sings, 
Shaking from its quivei-iiig wings 
Drops of such melodious rain 
W!io lias Iitard would hear again — 
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NATURE'S WORSHIP, 

Every insect of to-day 
Buzzing its brief life away, 
Born witli ibe ascending sun, 
Dying ere tlie day is done, 
Tells of God, and joins its hymn 
"With the chants of Seraphim, 
As they cry Ilia throne buforo, 
"Holy! Holy! evermore!" 

Other sounds are hlunf with these 
In divioest harmonies. 
Till the air that round us floats 
Quivers with their rhychmie notes I 
Through the spices, nedr and fiir. 
Sweeping on from btii to star 
Is the glorious ai them ^ent 
To the fattheat himiment! 

In the old primeval wrols 

With theii holy "ohtult,? 

On the mounts untiodlen crest 

Where the snows of centuries rest ; 

In the farthermost recess 

Of the tangled wilderness, 

Siill from Nature's lieart are poured 

Praises to the Sovereign Lord ! 
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NATURE-B WORSHIP. 

Where the silver-footed rills 
Laugh and babble down the hills ; 
Where the river's statelier sweep 
Bears its tribute to the deep ; 
Where, in tempest or in calm, 
Ocean intonates his psalm, 
Ceaseless worship Nature gives 
To the life in which she lives ! 

Soul of man, awahe I aspire ! 
Join the myiiad-yoic^d choir ; 
Let thy hymns of praise combine 
With the anthem all divine ; 
With ascriptions pore and sweet 
Make the melody complete, 
And the glorious strain pi'olong 
With the spirit's crowning song I 
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SONNET. 

A DREAMT whisper from the sweet southwest. 
Borne on the juat-a wakened zephjr's wing, 
Comes to the ear with stories of the Spring, 

And bids the heart in her return be blest. 

Joy to the earth ! for Spring with breeze ai 

Leaflet and bud, comes jocundly along, 
While in her breath (ho trees are blossoming. 
And see ! the greenness of the tender grass 
Where her light footstep airily doth pass ; 
The clear-voiced birds, and streams, and fountai 
sing 
A woven melody to greet her coming. 
And voices low and musical are humming 
A song of welcome; and the enrth rejoices, 
And praises God with manifold glad voices, 
13 
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SPRING. 

The sweet south wnd so long 
SleepiDg in oihei climeR, on sunny seis, 
Or laljyiig gijly witli the oinnge tieca 

In the bright land of song, 
Wakes unto us, and laughingly sweeps bjj 
Like a glad spirit of the sunlit ^ky 

The laborer at his toil 
Feel^ on his cheek its de^^y kiss, vid lifts 
His open brow to catch its fragrint gift" — 

The aromatic spoil 
Borne fiom the blossoming giideas of the ■louth — 
While its faint sweetness lingers round his, mouth. 

The bursting hudi look up 
To ^leet the sunlight, while it hngeis jet 
On the wiim hill ^ide , and the violet 

Opens its azure cup 
Meekly, and conntless wild flowera wake to fling 
Their earliest incense on the gales of Spring. 
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Tlie farmev, in his field. 
Draws the rich mould around the tender maize ; 
While Hope, bright-pinioned, points to coming days 

When all his toil shall yield 
■An ample harvest, aad arotmd his hearth 
There shall be laughing eyes ajid tones of mhth. 

The reptile that hath lain 
Torpid so long within hia wintry tomb. 
Pierces the mould, ascending from its gloom 

Up to the light again ; 
And the lithe snake crawls forth from caverns chill 
To bask as erst upon the sunny hill. 

Continual songs arise 
From universal Nature ; birds and streams 
Mingle their voices, and the glad eartli seems 

A second Paradise ! 
Thrice blessed Spring ! thou hearest gifts divine ! 
Sunshine, and song, and fragrance, all are thine. 

Not unto eai;th alone — 
Thou hast a blessing for the human heart. 
Balm for its wounds and healing for its smart. 

Telling of Winter flown, 
And bringiHg hope upon thy i-ainbow wing, 
Type of eternal life, thrice-blessed Spring I 
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SUGAR BROOK, 

[a MRMORT op nVtBOOB.] 

!t ran tlirougli the green old meadows 

l\hfie we js childieii playel, 
Witli a shimmerin^ gletm in tlie 'anlight, 

A gl om III the dappled shade 
Anl undei the iipplmg wateis 

Dil tlie smooth, white pebble'- luok 
Tike lumps of ciy^tol la^M 

So we called it ' Sug\i Biook 

In the ovBrhanging beet.hes 

The robjti and bobolink 
S-jng all the summer mjinmf 

Ti thi* kioe that carae to dimk 
And the biojk TSith a drowsy murmur 

Seat foith its answering tune 
To the bees in the noddug closer 

Tliiough the still, bnght daja of June, 

Theif I went to fill my luiilet 
Frim the spiing beneath the bii h 

Or to wile witli a pin maie fish-hook 
Fiom its depth? the shimog peich, 
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SUOAB BROOK. 181 

And 1 thought — 'twas a chiHish fimcy — . 

That never was brook bo fair, 
An! evo ol m acil son^ b la 

A a g f om tl e 1 G el ea there 

Tler« I f tel he \ 1 si allow 

W th t o ne s oUel i I on y legs, 
Or fo ij,t! 1 he clomj s of aide 

For he blackbirla ape kled e^gs 
A d N tu e the leir oM mo 1 e 

St le lently nto n} 1 e t, 
A il the beiTit f 1 lo e 1 e au^l me 

L stall of mj 1 f j t 
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MAY. 

Th weet 1 pf My 

Is he t 1 oili tl gh !1 t I ' 

Ovei li i f I th t in kl fl w 

I b tfl y 
And I Ih w 1 1 p I 1 ill "till 

And til 11 4 y 1 1 

N 1 1 w! w II It 

Qaiv w tl li t 1 d g 

Fans th f 1 t 1 1 1 th 

Whl th b fit 

Odor f hi m wli h I 
"Wak i if h 11 1 wid 
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On m t 1 11 y w tl f h 
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Lit ] 1 CO I 

Of flow 1 Ithl Ik lythb. 

Rain th l&.fm th'udte 
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The green and tender maize 
Pierces the moistened mould, and from tlie air, 
And earth, and sunlight gathers strengtli to dare 

The aullry summer days ; 
And Spring's sweet promise of autumnal fmit 
Lives in tho blade of every fra,gile shoot. 

Out underneath the sky, 
Where the free winds may toss tlieir sunny curls, 
Frolic glad companies of boys and girls 

In sinless revelry ; 
While Nature smiles approving on their play, 
And Iambs and birds with them keep holiday. 

All gentle things rejoice 
In tlie now life and beauty round them spread. 
Green earth beneath, (he blue sky overhead, 

Aud witli exultant yoice 
Pour their thanksgiving to the Lord of all, 
Whose loviug care notes even the spari'ow's fall. 

Then welcome, honny May I 
Thy breezes, fragrant with the breath of flowers, 
With song and sheen that make thy laughing hoiii 

Tlie glad year's holiday I 
With grateful heai-ts thy presence do we bless. 
And in thy gifts rejoice with thankfulness. 
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JUNE. 

Jlne with iti lose"' Time' 
The gliddest month of oui cip icions veai 
With ite lu*h greenery and lis sunh^ht cleir 

And the low mmmuious tune 
Of brook and fountain a^ their wate a pi"* 
With gleam md (,'^'8'^ through tbe sp 



Tune I at whc= jsyns 1 th 
Hei le^il robes exultant E<uth put* ou 
While dl lor voces "peak a ben sen 

And send their wekomes foiih 
A wonlron'i music bre\tl!el frin \U aro i ' 
Till the iir iul-<eB with the ihjthmc b ui 1 

The oveiurching sly 
Put" on a "ofter tint i lovelibi Hue 
As if ihe liner glon melted tbiough 

The -^appbiie woll« on lii„h 
And wilh the sunshine fsllel in then Ircv 
iloat Ihe white clouds bke spirits to the r 
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A derpu mclc ly, 
PfTiied by the buds aa oei tlieir cdl w joung 
Watcliful tliev liovei to the breeze is flung, 

GHdsome jet i ot of glee, 
A iienit boiD music, sulU as mothers img 
Above tbeir criileil iiifwits slumbering 

On ibe wRita hdl side, where 
The sunholii lingers latest tbiough the f^n-ii 
Blushes the stfiwherry tempt ng a\1 nh) [ iss 

And cbiHreii liiiget there 
Clashing the luscious fiuit m plajfu! mo 1 
Aid sta ning their bright tifc-J with its hlx 1 

A deeper, rudlier hue 
Comes to tiie ripLiiing i-heriy dav by l1,ij 
As soft aiis kiss it, and the suns wiira lay 

Fills it with hfe anew 
While trmnt schoolboys bok with lougmg ejes 
Anl pel 1 limb and neik to ^Mn the piize 

Tl e tirmer m his field 
Drans the nchmoull iiound the tender maize 
While Hope sings softly, Afcei many diys 

Thy toil Its fiuit 'hall yield 
In ample hinesta at 1 ai Diit d thy heiitli 
&hall Peace and Plenty sit, with Lo\e ind Miilh." 
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186 JUNE. 

Poised on liis rainbow wing. 
The butterfly, whose life is but an hour, 
Hovers coquettiahly from flower to fiower, 

A restless, happy thing, 
Born for the sunshine and the summer's da 
And with tlie sunshine passing soon away. 



These are thy pictures, June 1 
Brightest of summer months ! thou t 



First-born of beauty! whose swift-footed hours 

Dance to the merry tune 
Of birds and brooklets, and tlie joyous shout 
Of childhood on the sunny hills flung out. 

Surely, it is not wrong 
To deem thou art the type of heaven's clime — 
Only that thei'e the clouds and storms of time 

Sweep not its skies along ; 
The flowers, air, beauty, music, a]l are thine, 
But brighter, purer, lovelier, more divine ! 
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THE SONG OF THE MOWERS. 

We are «p and away, ere the sunrise liath kiased, 

In the valley below us, that ocean of mist ; 

Ere the tops of the Mils have grown bright in its 

With our scythes on our ahoiiklers, we're up and 
away! 

The freshness and beauty of morning are ours, 
The music of birds, and the fragrance of flowers ; 
And our trail is the first that is seen in the dew, 
As our pathway through orchards and lanes we 
pursue. 

The helmeted clover, in serried array. 
Like a host for the battle, awaits us to-day ; 
Like a host overthrown, rank by ranli, shall it lie 
Ere the heats of the noontide are poured from 
tife sky. 

Hurrah ! here we are ! now together, as one. 
Give your scythes to the sward, aud press steadily 



.y Google 



188 THE SON'G OF THE MOWERS. 

AU together, as one, o'er tlie stiibbla we f 
With a swing and ii ring of llie sled tlm 



Before ua the clover stands thickly and tall, 
At our left it is piled iu a vei-diirous wall ; 
And never breathed monarch more fragi-aut per- 
fumes 
ThaQ the sunshine distills ffom its leaves nnd lis 

Invisible censers around us are swuiig, 
And anthems exultant from tree-tops are tiling ; 
And 'mid fragrance and music and beauty wo sliare 
The jubilant life of the earth and the air. 

Let the priest and the lawyer grow pale in their 

shades, 
And the slender young clerk keep his skin like a 

We care not, though dear mother Nature may 

bronze 
Our cheeks with the kiss which she gives to her sons. 

Then cheerly, hoys, cheerly ! together, as one. 
Give your scythes to the sward, and press steadily on ; 
All together, as one, o'er the stubbie we pass, 
With a swing and a I'ing of the steel throiitfli the 
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SUMMER MORNING. 

How biightly on the hill-side sleeps 

Tlio sunlight with its quicketiidg raya! 
The verdurous treea that crown the sttieps, 

Grow greener in its shimmering blaze ; 
While lill the air ihat round us floats, 

With subtile wing, breathes only life. 
And, ringing with a ihonsatid notes. 

The woods with song are I'lfc. 

Why, this is Nature's holiday ! 
She puts her gayest mantle on ; 
And, sparkling o'er their pebbly way, 

With gladder shout the brookleis run ; 
And every bird, exulting, gi/os 

A sweeter cadence to its song ; 
A gliulder life the insect lives 

Thttt floats in light along. 

" TUe cattle on a thousand hills," 
The fleecy flocks that dot the -vale, 

Rejoice in all the life that fills 

The ail', and breathes iu every gale. 
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190 SUMMER MORNING. 

And wlio, tliat has a heart and eye, 

To feel the bliss and drink it in, 
But pants, for scenes like these to fly 

The city's smoke and din — 

A sweet companionship to hold 

With Nature in her forest-bowera, 
And leam the gentle lessons told 

By singing birds and opening flowers? 
!Nor do they err who love her lore ; 

Though books have power to stir my heart, 
Yet Nature's varied page can more 

And deeper joy impart. 

No selfish joy : if duty calls 

Not sullenly I turn from these, 
Though dear the dash of watei-falls, 

The wind's low voice among the trees, 
Birds, flowers, and flocks ; for God hath taught, 

(O, keep, my heart I the lesson still,) 
His soul aloae with bliss is fraught 

Who heeds the Fatlier's will! 
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NOON IN MIDSUMMEK. 

The hot sun, from his noontide altitude, 

Looks on the fidntiog earth with hnrcing eye, 
And the still lakes reflect a brazen skj 

On whicii no cloud its shadow dare intrude. 

Droops the frail herbage in the flery glare, 
Asking in vain for moisture ; and the maize 
Eolls its lithe leaves together, as the blaze 

Of noon pours down, heating the sluggish air, 
And hushing (he tired birds among the trees. 
The leaves forget their dances, for the breeze 

Hath gone to sleep within the caves of ocean. 
And a most solemn stillness, which no sound 
Breaks save the voice of waters, broods around, 

While Nature's heart hath aJmosi ceased' its motion. 
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THE EAIN. 

iJAiiHiNG 111 bi^ diopR un tte niiitloi\ ]iip 
And falling thitli and fait umong the Itaiea 
Whde the west wind \ rLjth.inii, caknte wei^e?, 

I heai tlie ringing of tliL summer rain 

Its dreamy monotone the senses lull, 

And brmg i sweet foigetfulne^s tf pain, 
While memoij =uunteis through the pa^t igam 

And liiigeis with the lovod and beaut fil — 

The friends of childhood , they whose sunn} f ices 
Make of the summer of oui h\es i put 
And ahed their gladness on the lon-'ly htiit, 

Th it silent p nes for the f imili ir pki.es, 
Tiie old compnni nsii p of icck ml frei" 
4ul the ru]| It thit U1I3 a^ked to be 
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SUMMEK. 

WREATHb on hei' blow, awl IjIo'-soids in lier lianil, 
Music, and sunRhine, and the fragrant breath 

Of the voluptuous wind fvum tlie South land 
Atiending, while the spriug-lime vaiiishelh, 

Snmmer comes forth ! How regally she lifts 
Her stately head, and like a ciown^d qiieen 
Assames liev sceptre! Yet with gentlest mien 

And prodigal hand she scatters choicest gifts 
Over the eartb, niakiug the valleys snule 
With verdure, and the hills exult the while. 

The cheerful laborer, toiling all day long 
Amid the golden harvest, owns her power. 
And as his heart rejoices in lier dower, 

He blesses Suaimer la his frequent song. 
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WINTER, 

Uo-n heiiU ful 13 Wiiit 1 ' Earth I atli put 
Hei Bdovy \e^tnie on iril the wile fields 
Glisten beneith the ndiance nf (he snu, 
A wavele'fs ocean of most ilazz'ing wh te 
In tlie slant snnhe^ms flwihing, the tflll trees 
Lift up tlieu jeweled ciests «ith le^il pi 'le 
As consciou'i of then beauty aiiH at limes, 
Bv the fiiiit wind caiessed profusely fling 
Down to the eailh tht biiden of then gems 
The fiost with hia most cunDitig mmisliy 
Hath visited (he stieam's whjse diowsy scn^ 
Thiough the long summer time coutiiiiions'i 
Stirred the aolt air anl ^tieara aid on,' a! 

still 
Tet miglit the iipploa ciiil dt,ioive the e-\o 
&o much it iDoks hie motion ind tlio wa\e 
Still Beeni'i to ftefc along ils locky bed, 
And dash adown the cascade with its spiay 

Wheie, oer the deep ramie the piecipice 
Frowns '»nd the watet fioni its hiddtn spiings 
Tiici-led eienhile aJong the locky ledge 
An! SLi^ll with fi juc it plunge the deptli below, 
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TLosa diops, outigeiKl ae wiiisht How Mti- 

ent all 
Tet ill how beautiful I Pilars of peiil 
Pioppmg llie cliff's ■ibo^e, stilactites biyfit 
From tile ice io»f i3epeiKling and beueath, 
Giottoea aiil temples with theii uystal =!piie8 
And gleaming columns radiant m the sun , 
Thiones caived fiom paiest poiphyry, wheieon sit 
Till wanioi foims in coiM of doBzlmg mail. 
And sfvown profusely over all, rich gems, 
Sbifiing with rainbow hues, and flashing back 
The intrusive sunlight, — these are thine, Frost ! 
Thy marvelous doings, wizard arcliitect ! 
For thus tbott praiaest God ! And we will praise 
His name witli hymns, that He has sent us thee 
With power to make the Winter beautiful. 
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DECEMEEE. 

I SIT and listen to the long, low how! 

Of Winter, coming from his norlherii lair, 
GirilciJ about with ice — the angry growl 

Of gathering storms upon the frosty air ; 

Anil the coniplaining woods tlint everywhere 
Sob for the ravishing of their CLowns of gold, 
Crimson, and purple, and the manifold 

Hues of the frost-fires, weird and wondrous fiiii-, 
By ruffian winds. T!ie brow of heaven, erewhile 
Bright with the glow of autumn's quivering smile. 

Now veils its beauty with the frequent frown ; 

And from the streams tjiat, laughing, le:ipt 
adown 
The lOfky hill-sidei5, or along the valleys 

Glidtd with mumiurous song, the song has fled, 

And the flowers, listening on the banks, are 
dead, 
Killed by the cruel frost The Snow King rallies 
His white-plumed hosts, and sends them sweeping 

forth 
In bannered squadrons from the frozen Korth, 
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DECKMBER. 1&7 

Siuilion on siuadion till tli=u Ifoio.i fills 
The whole wile liuid^cape, with its cncling hills; 
And fhe olcl trees, that st<vnd like sentiuels 
To guaid the passes winding thioo<jh the dells 
Down to till, It^els of the open plain 
Toss ihoir imde branctics to the liuiriuiiie, 

fthile in tlieir tops a spmt see ng ti w«l 
For the deal gloues of the dying yen — 
Its filel hlossjnis and its fjlm^fe seie 

Sucit !ii e the dnft betjie the angiy ijxle 
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SO^GS or FEEEDOM A^D 
FATHEELAISD. 



THE PILGRIM FATHERS. 

Bold men were tiiey, and true, that Pilgrim band, 
Who plouglied witli venturous prow the stormy 

Seeking a home for liunteil Liberty 
Amid the ancient foresLs of a land 
Wild, gloomy, vast, magnificently grand ! 

Friends, country, hallowed homes they left, to be 
Pilgrims for Christ's sake to a foreign sti-and. 

Beset, by peril, worn with toil, yet free ! 
Tireless in zeal, devotion, labor, hope ; 

Constant in faith ; in justice how severe ! 

Though fools deride and bigot-skeptioa sneer. 
Praise to their names ! If culled like ihem lo cope, 

In evil times, with dai-k and evil powers, 

0, he their fiiith, tlioir zeal, their courage ours ! 
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TO-DAY. 

Till Past lins dont, its woik' Hon 
How jll, it uiilteis not to e^y. 

For lol upon oui eais doth swell 
The summons of Tj Diy 



A kiii^ ol kin,'* the kinelie'it 

No pioidei e^ei s' '<■<"' -ithimie, 

His realm the eaitli fjom east to west 
Fiomiiorih to southern /me 

Hi« lie the poteut-ies =ublime 

Thit beiifl tlie nilions to his ',Y,tY , 

Anl eiLiv Imd lul e\eij clime 
AliLe his powei obey 

The ages that have gone before, 

The awful Past, now vagne and dito, 

Left lapsiDg fioin limes ciumbhii^ shore, 
Tlien aood ami ill to hini 

■Uiih llese, fui >i> 01 Iji bhimc, 
A^ th Ol tl U bis «wk sbUl uowii, 
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lie buikls tlie temple of bis faaic, 
His record of lyiiown. 

His subjects wo ! to aid, if li'iie — 
If false, to mar — the gi'and design 

Tliat bids the old eai-th bloom anew. 
Filled witli a life divine. 



to nobler tasks 
Thau ever in tiie Past were wrought. 
And, for his larger purpose, asks 
A nobler style of thought : 

Brave wills to dare, atrang arms to do 
The work that will not brook delay ; 

Wise heads, warm hearts, to duty true. 
And loyal to To-Da,y. 

No dim, vague dreams of faded flowers, 
Wbose fragrance never comes again ; 

Mo lingering with tlie buried lioura, 
Infirm of heart and brain, 

Will lie accept. Our king demands 
Unswerving fealty to his throne; 

Tlie loyalty of hearta and hands, 
A service all his own. 
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TO-DAY. 

Tiie selHsli ease we must resign 

Thai, shrinks from battling old abuse, 

And leGtru ihat labor is divine, 
Divine the life of use. 

His call is heai'd in every sigh 

That heaves the sorrow-ladeu breast; 

In every wild, despairing cry 

Power wrings from the oppressed ; 

In every ancient wrong that claims 

From age autliority to be ; 
In cruel fears, and biiimtiiig shames, 

And voiceless misery ; 

111 broken hearts, in wasted lives, 
lu all the toil, and moil, and din, 

From which the spirit vainly strives 
Some nofes of peace to win. 

E'old 3iot your arms in listless mood, 
O brothers, for he speaks to yon ! 

Need hath ho of the wise and good. 
Need of the britve and true. 

There's room for all and work for all. 

The urgent need rebukes delay ; 
And lo! the natious hear the call, 
3 of To-Day ! 
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EMANCIPATION IK THE WEST INDIES. 

Wh H 1 1 tl 1 h A til 
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B t at h 1 1 to 1 
Alp 1 h ] t 

Upon tl:e thirsty soil. 

Curses and groans went vipwaid 

Continually to God, 
And shi'ielis which vexed the quiet ah- 

Where'er the tyrant trod: 
The negro's cup was dregged willi tears, 

And, darkest, dreariest fate, 
His fellers clanked wiihiii his soul, 

And made it desolate. 

Year after year of hondiige 

The self-same story told 
Of guilt, and woe, aud severed hearts, 

iVIoiliere oud childi'Cii sold — 
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SONG OF THE EJIANCIPATED. 

[1843.] 

Tnr (lt>3 of oiii bouclige lie oei ' 

Cm feltcia lie iivlu m twi n 
The scourge th'it so olt liis been wet in oui f 

Shall netei iDoult us ^guii' 
No longer we how to the tynnts coi titl, 
His chims hdvc wl 1 lokeii iiom boly nl soul. 

Wt le fiee -is the breezes thit sweep 

Oer the hills irid the i ile& of the ISoithl 

As the waves ot the sei that exuliii Jv leip 
When tlie bieath ot the ten]e t ^oes t ith' 

Till the despot tan fettei the winds and the ma 

Our necks to his thiallilom ne bend not a^iin ! 

We are free ! and O sooner by far 

Would ive pour out the blood fi'oui our veiiisi 
In the strife for the right, 'mid the lion-ors of \ 

Than resume the disgrace of our chains. 
For oar freedom or death, for our rights or 

graTes, 
Wa will suffer and dare ; lint we will not he slaves ! 
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Tliey Hifiy press with their hounds on our ti'ack : 
They may bribe with their ill-gotten go!d 

Their serviles to tlirast ua insullingly back, 
Like beasts in the mart to be sold. 

In. vain! ^ve remember the oath we have sworii, 

And hurl in their faces defiance and scorn. 

Woe, woe, to the tyrants ! and woe 

To ihe laud that oppression hatli cursed ! 
The burning volcanoes are rambling below, 

And even in their fury shall burst ! 
And the vengeance held back th^ovlgi^ the darkness- 

of yeai-s 
Shall bo poui-ed forth in torrents of blood and of 
tears ! 

They shall think in that terrible hour 

Of the wtongs they have heaped on our race, 

When the trampled of ages slidll lise in their 
power 
The tramplers to hurl from their pl.ice ; 

Asserting the manhood (heir spoilers deny, 

And i-ending the air with their jubilant cry. 
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FREEDOM'S APOCALYPSE. 

[1848-49.] 



The ail i« dnik witli sulphnious cloucls, that roll 
Up fiorn the led mouths ot i tliou^ncl caDuon, 
Whoio (ktp re^eibeialcd thun<iei-a Itnoll 

Toi hosts 6we| t don ti in =1 iiightei Phime ini 
pennon 
Swoiils hacked md blood sfiined th tteied ^m 

Mid speir 
Knip'iH.ck and pouch, and all tbe wiiiioi a ^lii — 
The dying pillowed on the festeiint, coise — 
In dire couftTJun mmgkd, man and hoiso 
Heaps upon heaps, by the samp death shot '.liin 
Strew wilh their wiecks foi le |,ues lul le^guen 

the pliin, 
Deaf to the yoite of lo^or v A of fnend 
Cold as the eirth v. th wlntli tliey socn Uiill 

blend 
While obscene biidi jmpat eiit foi then piej 
Swoop ujtn tjLH tLit alill I e bold ihe dxj 
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FREEOO-WS APOCALYPSE. 20 

War ! tliou floiifl abhoTred from iluejie'it hell ! 

Dread minister of vengeance and of wralli ! 

Cliasliser of ihe nations i in thy palh 
Are hfttes and lioiT-oi-s, and all curses fell I 

Cities collapse in flame, and plenty flies 

Before the glare of thy demoniiic eyes ; 
HaiTesls are trampled, homes defiled with hlood, 

Where once, at morjiing's dawn aiid even in j 
close, 

Songs of tlianksgiving, prayers of Inist arose 
From loving heai-ts to ihe all-loving God ! 

Earth trembles at thy tread, and lier broad plain 

Swept of their vei-duie by tliy hiii'i'icaues, 
And hlasled by thy pestilential breath. 
Become a vast Gehenna, foul with death ! 



Yet when tliou stiik'st the tyi'aiit and oppressor, 
And from his throne hurl'st down the scepteL'ed 
lie. 
Startling with blare of tminpets the ti'ansgressor 

Of God's great charter of equ^ity, — 
When peoples long despoiled awake at length 
To know their rights, and half perceive (heir 
strength, 
And, struggling from oppression's , long eclipse, 
Shiver their fettei'a, and with bitter scorn, 
Trampling the yoke their necks so long have worn, 
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208 FREEDOiPS APOCALYPSE. 

Esult ill FreeiJom'a i3rea(i Apocalypse, — 
Tlieu, fiend no more, in thee our eyes behold 
The awful angel tliat redeemeil of old, 

StroDg-winged, responsive to a people's wail. 
And cry, "O Go*)! now let the right previiil." 



WJiat though the refluent tide of tyrant power 

Shall with its gory surges dash them down. 
And sweep them to quick death ? At least < 

houi- 
Of Fi-eedom hath been theirs, and if they die, 

They die as men ! So winning the renowii 
01 niMTtyrs in thy cause, Liberty ! 

Their blood is vital ; whether with hot flow 
Swelling their veins amidst the battle's shock, 

Opk nh dph hef 
a t, mh dmngybk 
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FMEFDO.W!J APOVALYPHE. 

OM Earth eliall bask in its effulgent ray, 

And her glad millions from tyrannic sway 
Walk forth in light redeemetl, i-egenerate. 

Trnlh is immortal ; and (ihough Fate defer 
Her hour of triumph, and prolong the stress 

Of evil fortune) they who war for her, 
And only they, are certain of success, 

For she is God's anointed minister. 
God strikes ivith those wiio strike for light 
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btiike . and the tiie tl at leaj. f om ,!ashnij. 

Shall light the ages to their destined goal, 
Fi'eedom's august, and aacred common weal, 

Where Manhood stands erect and frea in soul, 
And, trampling on the tyrant's bixiken rod, 
Kneels to lio moiiiiroli save the sovereign GoJ. 
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FREEDOM'S APOCALYPSE. 



Heroes and martyrs ! waging not in vaiti 

A )io!y warfare, thoiigli fi-om every sod 
Tour blood steams upward, it sliall fall in rain 

To nurse the tree whose plaiiiiug is of God ! 
Ye shall yet triumph ! for Oppression's power. 
Last as it may, is only for an hour, 

While Freedom's life tJirills through the ' 
To Be, 

And claims its lieiratiip to eternity ! 
Then, fi-oni the force and fraud and hate t 

sway 
The awful issues hidden in To-Day, 

To the great future send your bold appeal, 
With fire-winged words that cleave their way s 

lim_6 
Through the far spaces of the coming time, 

And trust the verdict it sh;ill yet reveal, 
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REVOLUTION. 

F, maildened by o|)pressioii, men hnve torn 
Their shackles off, and in an evil tiraa 
Spurned all restraint, an^ steeped tlieir ( 



Trampling laws, customs, creeds, in utter scorn. 
Giving the rein to license, and through blood 
Wading in quest of uasubstaatial good, 

Till Esirth Ihe frenzy of her sons doth moiu'n — 
Keproacli not Liberty! The winds long pent. 
Volcanic fives repressed, in finding vent 

Sweep on in desolation ! So are born 

All monstrous crimes of tyranny — rapine, Inst, 
Mui'der, convulsion : then on her alone 
Be vengeance heaped ! and Eartli and Heaven 
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THE TiaiES. 



Inaction now is crioie. The old EmviIi reels 
Inebriate witii guilt ; and Vice, gi'owu bold, 
Laughs Iimocence lo scorn. The thirst for gold 
Hath made men demons, -till tlie heart that feels 
The impulse of impartial love, nor kneels 
In worebip foiil to MammoD, is couteoiiied. 
He who hath kept his purer feiitli, and stemmed 
CoiTuptiou'a tide, and from the ruffian heels 
Of impious tiflmplers rescued periled light, 
la called itmatic, and with scoffs and jeers 
Maliciously assailed. The poor man's teai-s 
Are unregarded ; t!ie oppressor's might 

Kevered as law; and he whose righteous way 
Depiirts from evil, makes himself a prey. 



What then ? Shall he who wars for ti'uth snc- 

To popular falsehood, and throw liown his 

shield. 
And drop tlie sword he halii been taught to 
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lu virtue's eiuiae ? Shall righteousness be dumb. 
Awe-struck before ii)jnstice ? No ! a cry, 

" Ho ! to the rescue ! " from the bills hath ninj 

And men have heai-d and to the combat sprno 
Strong for tlie right, to conquer or to die ! 

Up, loiterer ! for on the winds are flung 
The banners of the faithful ! and erect 
Beaeath their folds, the hosts of God's elect 

Stand in their ftreagth. Be thou their rank 
among. 
Fear not, nor falter ; though the strife endure, 
Thy cause is sacred, and. the victoi'y sure. 
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THE MARTYR. 

O, nobly hast tliou f He 111 

Of lioly freedom ! nd thy n m 1 11 T 
Heneefovth the wat hn 1 f t!ie gjol 1 fret 
Whose arms are nev ed to I tie f 1 e ht ! 
In the daric days bef e m d the ht 

Of a arern tyranny 11 tl nk of thee 

Martyr of God ! and ke f II ty 
With faith Tinwaverin and an of mi 1 1 ! 

Not unavenged, O bioth h 1! tly bl 1 

Sink in ihe groand so 1 il ujn d rii 
A fearful cry to wake h lab 
Reaching the ear of a engi ^ C* ' 
And millions, roused, slial! swear upon thy grav' 
Death to oppression, freedoto to tlie slave ! 



And thon, devoted wife ! who nobly slnod 

With raai'lyr-zeal, and in the strength sublimo 
Of a fond heart withstood the men of crime 

Who sought, with fiend-like rage, thy husband's 

Bereft of earlhly liope, and in the flood 
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Of a dixi-k sorrow overwljelmed, whiit now 

For tliee remains? Siibmiaaively to bow 
And own tlie chasi'ning of a Fatlier'a rod ! 
God help thee, broken heart ! Thy sacrifice 

Is mighty, htit it shall not be in vain ! 

His blood, fhff teal's, they shall not sink, like 

Unnoted to the ground ! From freemen's eyes 

The scales are falling, and this woe shall be 

The ransom of a people, — joy, in grief, for thee! 



Joy, that throiigli this, thy fearful auffenng. 

Deliverance for the captive shall be wroiiglit! 

T!ie chain is snapped that bound the indignaat 
thought 
In human breasts too long, and men will fling 

Fear fi'om their spirits as they think of tliee, 

And strike for freedom till the earth be free! 
For a Bterii purpose thou art set apart 

By this moat bloody baptism ! 'Mid distress 
Then bear thou up, and gii'd around thy heart 

Strength for Ms sake who now is fafherless. 
Lean upon God and linger yet awhile, 

And from thy desolation thou shalt see 

The dawning of the day of jubilee. 
When the fi-eed earth shall bask in Heaven's re- 
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WILLIAM LLOYD GARRISON. 

If Io fho lieroes of the olden timo 

Wlio fought and suffered, Liberty! for thee, 
Daritig to die to mitke a people free. 

Honors belong, and triumph-hymns sublime, 

Making their names the walchword of a elime, 
What meed of purest glory shall be given 
To him who stands, sustained alone by Heaven, 

Battling with single arm a nation's crime? 

Unmoved, unswerving in the thickest fight, 

Thoiigh scoffs, and jeers, and curses from the 

And hrite, be poured upon Iiis head the while, 
The feailess dnmpion of the true and right! 
What meed foi him ? Profane not with your lays 
His name, foi Earth no language hath to speak 
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THE OLD BANNER, 

Fling out the old Banner, the red, white, and 

blue, 
And rally around It with hearts that are true ! 
For the war-binst of treason is heard In the 

Soufh, 
Its loud thunders Loom from the battery's inoufh; 
And its liordsiS, mad for blood, in the spiiit of 

Pour clown from the hill-side, swarm np from the 

plain, 
And swear they will trample the flag of our pride, 
For which Washington foil gl it, for which heroes 

have died ! 

CHORUS. 

Then iliug out oui Buinei i^wn to the g-»le 
Though trea«ou deiide and though liaitois is-iiil 
The star-studded Bwraer the wir t.itteiod B inner, 
For right with the miuht in its shsen ^hdll pie- 
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We were patient — that patience they counteil as 

And repaid us witli insult, wilh gibe, and witli 
jeer; 

We forbore — but tliey read our forbearance amiss, 

And tliey swept uncontrolled to Rebelliou's abyss ; 

And, mad with unreason, uupausing to think, 

Like fools they have plungeil from its terrible 
briak. 

And with brands from that hell ihey have kin- 
dled a iire 

TJiat shall burn lill the ti'aitors who lit it expire ! 

For the laud which our fathers bequeathed us in 

trust, 
For the tombs where, all-hallowed, still slumbers 

their dust. 
For the Union they loved, and for freedom and 

And the old flag — their emblem — our swoids 

win we draw. 
And never, till ti'eiison is crushed 'nenlh our heel, 
Shall the rust of the scabbard be found on our 

steel, 
Nor the stillness of peace hush the boom of our 

guns 
Till the hind of our fathers is saved for our 
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Our country liatli called and lier people liavts 

And tlieir hearts to tlmir iuiiermost centre are 

stirred ; 
By fifties, hy hundreds, hy thousands fhey come, 
From farm and from work-sliop, from kdgcr and 

From palace and cottage, the rich and the poor — 
Comes poet, comes artist, comes dreamer, comes 

No liarOship can daunt, and no terror appall, 
"When the laud of their love on lier children doth 
call! 



Never holier cause summoned heroes to slvifo 
Than tliat to which now tliej pledge forlune and 

Ufe; 
Never fealty more true nor a fiuth more aulilime 
Thau they give to tliat cause, is I'ecorded in 

time ; 
And they swear hy the God of their fathers, ihat, 

cost 
What it may to sustain ii, it ne'er shall be lost ; 
And never sliali peace hush the boom of their 

Till the land of our fathers is saved for our 
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CHOI I h 

Then fling out our Baimei ig\in to tlie gale, 
Though treaaou deride and tlioiigh trxitois assail; 
The star-studded Bfliiner, tlie wii titteiel Banner, 
For right with the might in i\.f &I ttn &htll pro- 
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Who keeps his faith in Got! and man, 
By sore temptation uusuhdueJ — 
Who ti'usta the light ami loves the good, 

Lives loug, however brief hi? span. 

Trae life is measured not hy days, 

Nor yet hy deeds though bravely wi-ought j 
Its tiuest gauge is noblest thought, 

And tliis L-ommands our highest praise. 

So, though men say, " Alas ' how brief 
His coui-se whose death we mourn to^lay! 
The prescient soul must answer. "Nay, 

Ye wrong him nilh this bitter grief," 

What seems our ]o'^'i hadi this redress : 
His life, hy generous will and act. 
No dream, but an eternal fact. 

Is rounded mto perfectness, 

He is, not was: the pulse that beat 
But yesterday, within his fi-ame 
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To-day is lilie a iiviug flame 
In every manly breast we meet. 

Pout'ed through a tliousand hearts, the life 
Tliiit ebbed in his asserts its sway, 
An impulse that forbids delay 

When duly summons to the strife. 



Ami liosls, by that graod impulse moved, 
With eager haste their weapons clasp, 
And swear to save from ti-eason's grasp 

The country and the cause lie loved. 

So siuictified by martyr-blood 

To us the cause is doubly dear ; 
And wiio, remembering him, will fear 

To stand for right as Ellaworili stood ? 

For failli like his its like begets, 
And courage, though the hero die, 
L)oth multiply and multipiy, 

In liirge excess of our regrets. 

And thus one soul that never swerved 
Fj-oui duty fills a land with light ; 
And cutrntless arms are nerved for flghi 

By one strong arm that death unnerved. 
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So, best — since so tlie Im-geat giioi! 

Eesulia ; nor need we sum the cost, 

For lives so lost are never lost 
Tu freetlora saved by martyr-blood. 

For him henceforth his country claims 
Tiic ground as holy where he sleeps, 
And, like a loving mother, keeps 

His name among her dearest names. 

And when love bids his monument 

Lift its pnre column to the air, 

No Alter legend can it bear. 
Than his bfave words: "I iini content!" 

" Content, whatever fate be mine ; 
A sacred duty bids me go, 
And though the issue none can know, 
I hear and heed the voice divine. 

" ConteHf — since confident that He 

To whom the sparrow's fall is known. 
Will have some pui'pose of his own 
Even in the fate of one like me." ^ 

III tliB last letter mldreseed ta his parents, penned but a few hours 
ioua lo his asBasHnation, Col. Ellaworth aaja : ■' Wlialever maj 
leii, olierish tlie consolation timt I was engageil in the perfonnniice 
saraed diitj ; ami to-night, thinking over the probabilities of the 
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O golden words! faith sublime! 

O spirit breathing holy bi-eath ! 

For such an one tliere is no dealli, 
But crescent potencies through time I 

Anil still where loyal arms roll baoli; 
Tlio crimson lide of ti-aitorous wai', 
His memory, like a beacon star 

Stall shine above the battle's racU ; 

A flamo Ihe patriot's heart to cheer, 
Ami give new temper to his 'sword; 
A fire to blast the I'ebel horde, 

And malt their eouriigo into fear. 

And when. Rebellion's power subdued. 
Shall dawn for us a belter day, 
When Peace again resumes her sway 

And links the bands of bi'otherhood — 

From North to South, fi'om East to WesI 
His name shall be a hoiiselioJd word, 
Reyered and loved wherever lieard, 

And treasiire/1 with our wortliiest. 
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So, for Im land, the good he meant, 
Won in the ti'iumph of the riglit. 
His spirit, staiTed with heaven's owi 

Once more shall say : " I am content ! ' 
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THE PRAYER OF A NATION. 

God of our fathers, hear our earnest cry ! 

Our hope, our strength, our refuge ia wilh Thee ! 
Coufound our foes ami miike thoir legions fly ! 
Strengthen our hosts and give them victory ! 
Victory, victory — 
0, God. of armies, give us victory ! 

Not for exemption from the toil and loss, 

The pains, the woes, the hori'ors of tlie strife, 
But that with strong hearts we may hear the cross. 
And welcome death to save our nation's life : 
Victory, victory — 
O, God of battles, give us victory ! 

For this no costliest gift would wo witlihold ; 

For this we count not dear our loved repose, 
0:ir teeming harvests, and our gathered gold, 

Our commerce, fanned by every wind that blows. 
Victory, victory — 
God of our fathers, give us victory ! 
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Sons, hrothei-9, sires, our bravest and our iiest, 

The dearest treasure love lias sanctified, 

These have gone forth at Liberty's behest, 

And on her altars have augnslly died ! 

Victory, victory — 

God of our martyrs, give us victory! 

God ! have they poured their priceless blood ir 

vain? 

Shall Treason triumph in our nation's full? 

Shall Slaveiy weld once more her broken chain 

And o'er a prostrate land hold caniiva] ? 

Victoiy, victory — 

0, God of Freedom, gii'e us victory ! 

Nerve with new strength the patriot soldier's arm 

Fill with new zeal the hero-souls that stand, 
Pillars of Are, to save from deadliest harm 

Their children's birlhright in this goodly land ! 
Victory, victory — 
God of our heroes, give ns victory ! 

For the sad millions of the groaning earth. 

Helpless and crushed beneath oppressiop'& nid ; 

For every hope that hallows home and hearth ; 

For heaven-bnrn Liberty, the child of God, 

Victory, victory — 

God of the nations, give us victory ! 
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From wav's I'ed hell, iavolvoii iu smoke anil 1 

From up-piled altars of our noblest dead 
We cry to TUee ! 0, for thy glorious name, 
Make bare thine arm and smite our foes 
dread! 

Victoiy, victory — 
0, God of battles, give us victoiy ! 

July 4lh, 1863. 
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THE BANNER OF FREEDOM. 



'Tis the Banner whose folds floated over our sires 
When tlie trimipet's shrill blast summoned heroea 
to war; 
When the hills were aglow with their signaling 

Through the smolie-elouds of bHttle it ^hone like 

And our braveat and be'Jt 

Came at Freedom's behest 
To strike for the right'' of a people opprcseil, 
Anii! knelt at her altars, and swore (o !>e true 
To the Banner of Freedom — the red. white, and 
blue. 



Through con(ln,ti and peuK while over their nky 

The night of disaster gloomed black with desp%ir. 
Right onwii'd, like heroes, to do or to die 

They fnllowod that Bannei unfurled to the air 
ijin by shot and by shell, 
O ' It beaconed them well 
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Tlirougli tlie red storm of battle and up from its 

hell, 
Till tlie rigiit and tlie might clasped their liands 

in the figlit. 
And victory beamed from tliat Baatier of liglit ! 



Where Treason, grown drunk on the lilood of the 

Insanely ihe life of oui aiition isa ilc 1 
Upheld by tlie hands of the ky 1 w 1 line 

That fl»j IMS the sij,n througl nhnJi I reedoin 

From each- elar-blazoned fold. 

To the free winds nnroUed, 
Spoke Ihe souls of the fathers who con<niercd of 

old, 
And, bade us, their children, be fiiiihfnl and true 
To that battle-torn Banner — tite red, white, and 



Unfurl it once more! — let it beacon n-t on, 

Not U) fields where the cannon-shot ploughs up 
its path, 
But lo those ivhere the triumphs of [leace may be 

By tlie weapons of truth, never wielded in 
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Hoary Error turaa pale 
As tliey smite ihrougli her mail, 
And the hour hastens on when the Eight shall 

prevail, 
And the Banner of Freedom triumphantly wave 
O'er a land in which breathes neither tyrant nor 
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ENFRANCHISED. 
L t th 1 ht d more 

I I fi 11 1 1 fl I ng; 

A (1 th ft y ii p d ( h day 

Wh 1 h II h Id Ch t mpl t sway, 

Aa h p ph d d b 1 1 ig 

I th f g wh I w Id J 

CIgmlp. f!l lilt 
B h 1 (1 m k f 11 1 ! t 

A 1 d tl p f I L d 

Th t 1 El m h 11 1 to 1 

H w t h w SI y 1 t d J k 

C ml 1 d t 1 I Al h T 1 r k , 

A 1 lit tl g I f tl Ai lyi 

P 1 m 1 H 1 h f 1 ns and 

hp 
H f m ! b 1 g f th t 

Tl 1 d ! m d 11 ght h s ; 

F I f h 1 th y t gy w y, 

A d 1 d J h d th 1 dly f y ; 

A d b tte til I w 1 rn g t ni|l 1 
S b k f mil t th 11 poor. 
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And poura her Ight u m ny Ik ) 1 

Wliich casts, so t h 1 h liI 1 1 1 b 1 id. 

And, still aspiri p t ht to 1 

Knowa as God 1 Id wh m H If I 

And slill with m 1 t i 

TliB glorious wo k y d Ch f Iw; 

And nobler hop th p t h t \ 

As Freedom's ebbl ce ^ h h 

Its cleansing w t m k 11 

So darkly stain 11 1 h 

Wrenched by B I H t ra tl pi > hlle<l. 

The shattered St d th 1 y 1 y b Id 

On broad found t f t 1 h 

Base the stroi 1 m th w 1 with 

light ; 
A deeper wisdom f m i d 

Bind pnrt to pi t 1 p p t 1 1 w 

And build aecur ly wh t h f 1 1 11 1 
The august shtin nd h me f L b ty 



.y Google 



ABRAHAM LINCOLN. 

0, soKKLY ti'ieii, yet true in every triiil ! 
With the sad burdeu of a nation's fute 
Laid on tliy heart, not crushed heneatli the 
weight, 
But wito new strength endued and »eIf-Jeiniil, 
And serene palience— -worthiest ihou to mate 
With the dear Pater Patria;! Ilencefoith Fame 
Keeps for ihy guerdon a still pioiuki nam«, 
Which a great people, saved from tiea&on"'' hate 
And fiom tlie curse which gave tljat tieaaun birth, 
Shall shout exHlUint to the populous earth — 
Salvator Patrite! So thy name shall be 
The glorious synonym of faiih sublime, 
A power and impulse to the after-time, 
A houBeJiold word wherever man is free ! 

Mat imh, 1862. 
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[i L A 1 

N Bldm 1 leatthi)[I 1 t 

F It t f it tl g til b f th b 

N f m t t d 1 b 

Of 18 f th wh tl d d t p t 

F n tl g t w k wl ^9 \ tlie gesX 

Am th t tl R U 

Hhl yg totl wIfFm 

Th tl t tl p 1 d t 

Wh 1 k 1 1 ! ried i lie's 

1 
And fl wd p P i mpl t 

T b mil; wh hit 

F ra g t tl h 11 1 m g I ys, 

Sh 11 1 k 1 y d d 1 111 p e, 

WM G I W 11 d U — liy 

- f g 
AwtiL Uth, 1870. 
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" SHOW US THE FATHER/' 

Still, as of old, ascends tliat earnest prayer 

From souls that yearn for His divine embrace 
And, rapt in adorstinn, fain would dare 
Behold Him face lo face. 

" Show lis the Father ! " — loved, though all unseen 

Save in the wondi'ous working of Ilia hand, 
let us, with no cloud to intervene, 
lu that dear presence stand. 

Ah ! vain the prayer so passionate and wild 

That breathed from yearning hearts would pierce 
the skies, 
Yet by this thought shall they be reconciled, — 
'Tis love alone denies. 

O for that vision lo whose earnest queist 
The Father's face in Nature stands revealed. 
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In ocean's vasiitude, tiie mountain's cresf, 
The lilies of the field ; 

In tha sky's azure and tlie snnset gloiv, 

The winter- tempest and the summev shower, 
And in all life, whose flow and overflow 
Tell of His love and power. 

Thus only hy Hi* marvelous works mside known 

To Ihe dear children of His guardian caie, 

And by the love that communes with our own, 

His wisdom answers prayer. 



We wouH see God' as they the pure in heart 

See Him md m IIi« pieseuce stmd uiiblimed 
Divineh helpel to choose the bcltei pirt ' 
Ihit miketh not ^'.h'lmel 

We would see Gid ' m the sweet coisciousness 

That comes thiouah full chedienoe to Hi= wdL, 
And m the love that seeks to save and bless, 
And all Hi's bw fulfill 

Wc would 6Pe (jod ' tot \am is human '.tiei _th 

That leans not tru'lmgly on Him ilone 
So brought thiough diikne^ into light at length. 
Still will we pray, ' Lead on ' ' 
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Nor more we need, uor daro we ask for less ; 

But sliapiiig life on Love's divinest plan, 
Taught by the ministry of Helpfulness, 
We shall see God — in msD, 
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STILL WILL WE TllUST. 

Still will we trust, though earth seem dai'k auiJ 
dreary 
Anil the lieart faint beneath His chastenuig rod, 
Thoagh rough and steep our pathway, worn and 
weary, 

Still will we trust ia God! 

Our eyei sen dimly till b\ futh anointed 

And oui blwid chooMng bnn^s u? giief and pun ; 
Thifingh Him alone who hith out wiy nppjnitel 
"ft o iiud oui pea e i^s.>n 

Choose fot us God' nor let our weak prefeinn^ 

Client oni poDr souls of gocd Thou fnst designed ; 
Choose in us 0-id ' thj wisl)m is uneiim^ 
\n 1 we -iie fools ind blind 

So, from our sky the night shall furl hor shadows, 
And day pour gladness through his golden gates — 
Our rough path lead to flower-enameled meadows 
Where joy our coming waits. 
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Lut US pi'ess on in patient self-denial, 

Accepi ihe hardship, shrink not from the 
Onr guerdon iiea beyond Ihe hour of trial, 
Our crown beyond the cross. 
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'•-NON OMNIS MORIAR." 



Over the blackness of my h^i' 
Comes the froat of age and cai'e ; 
Streaks of silver intertwine 
With dark locks, through which they si 
With premonitory gleam ; 

Prophets of the time are they, 
Of the swiftly coming day 
When shall end thia fever dream, 
And no more the busy brain 

With its subtle thoiighta and fancies, 
The soul's wondrous necromaucies, 
Thrill to pleasure or to pain. 
In the sluggish pulse, the slow 
Life-tide, with its ebb and flow, 
I . can hear a murmurous sound, 
As if from my soul's profound, 
Whispering very Bweet and low, 
Spirits called me ; low and sweet, 
Pulse hj pulse the words repeat — 
" Linger not when bidden to go ! " 

16 
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List, my soul ! lliat warning tone 
Not of sadness breathes alone ; 
Something of promise, good and fair, 
Something of prophecy is there, 
Of a fiiture which sliaJl be 

Better, brighter, holier far 
Than earth's life can give to thee ; 
0, surpassing all we know 
Or of good or pure below — 

" Noil Omois Moriar ! " 



Shadow* I know not how oi whi, 
Diy by day cieep ooi mine eje. 
An I the &te tiat rnce \^a'i hid 
"Onloineath the drooping lid, 
Oi my soul w th passion fi mght 
rh he I the lighlmng of mj thought 
Gleams but seldom now ind f intly 
Eveu the noonday boometh dim 
Hilh, ly bnghtesit surshme k "aed 
Swell heneath a robe of mist, 
Oi in Bhimmenng vapoi swim 
And the trees by twos and (hiees 
Deftl) shiken by the breeze 
Wallz to music slowly quuntly 
Ah this (reason of the eye ' 
"Whence 11 it or how oi ulj' 
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Telh It not til It night IS uigli^ 
The still night, uiiatiiied by bieith, 

Through whoso daik bhmcs ne\ei a star, 
Tho \ iguo opaque which meu call leath ? 

Yet— -"N n 0mm-. Muiai i 



Wh wthlgadii^It d 
Old n I th 1 1! t 

A tl I i ffi t 

Tl m 1 w d a d ed 

N w 1 th y 1 mb PI 

W ly tl T f 11 w t n 

Tl 1 m t mj w U 

W ly 1 t g 

Y 1 w th 1 tl 1 i 1 ■ 'h W8, 
Pas 1 p tl m i — 

V 1 d 1 th t ml 
Nwlte.dth Im h 

Of th t wl t ! 

M t 1 ) 1 th n d 

M mar n 1 1 x] 1 
A d t h 1 11 

B m g dl f m t 
P ur tl m y 1 

W th a ay (^ I f 
Heard again — again — again — 

" Non Omnia Moriai ! " 
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As the dew tbat bends the grass, 
As the breath that etains the glass, 
As tbe morning's floating miat 
By the fervid sunbeam kissed, 
As the pageant of a dream, 
As the lapsing' of a stream, 
As tbe hope that glorifies 
Yonlh, and wilb its day-spring dies. 
As tiie rapture which is sweetest, 
As whatever thing is fleetest, 
Life, with all that it can borrow 
From the world of joy or sorrow, 
All its petty conflicts o'er, 
Passes, and is known no moi'e. 

Nay, one hope remains to bar 
The despair that else would gloom 
Over the portals of the tomb — 

" Non Omnia Moriar ! " 



Something of me, when men have said 
" Speak kindly of him — he is dead ! " 
Something that doth appertain 
To throbbing heart and thinking brain, 
Shall, when I have passed; remain : 
Tlie memory of some sweet tfiought, 
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"KOlf OMNIS MORIAR." 
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Noil Omiiis Moriar!" 



But the heart must yield its trust 
And its memory he as dust 
When, at length, it bows before 
Earth's exulting Conqueror ! 
Earth itself (so prophets say) 
In tlie flames shall pass away, 
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1 "NON OSfmS MORIAR." 

And the hoaveDK together roll 
Like a crisped and burning scroll, 
And ita myriad orbs expire 
In a liaptism of fire. 
Yet even then the soul can cry, 
" Nay, I shall not wholly (lie ! " 
From its place though earlh bo Av'n 
Though shall fade the stars from he 
Though the regnant aun be hurled 
From his throne above the world, 
And in fervent hent be blent 
Every fusing element, 

Stili, outliving sun and star, 
In a life serene and high. 
Clothed with immortfllity, 

Victor over death and hell, 
I my triumph-song will sv/eli, 

" Non Omnis Moriar ! " 
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"LET THERE BE LIGHT 1' 
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2-48 "LET THERE BE LIGHT." 

"With eager jiy she ciught the sCmn 
That thrilled along her fieldi of an, 

Till mumit and vallej, hill and plain, 

Seemed tiemulous with pr-iise ind pii3ei, 

Thou, whi ^it the fiunf ol li^ht 

Pour light our daikened souls nithiii' 
SpeA the itrong Mord igaiu, whose might 

Shill scatter ill the murk of sm , 
A.nd let thy quickening Spnit move 

O'ei (he wild wastes of doubt and feai, 
Till Older, ibeiuty, fjath, inA lo\e, 

Bnght with tlij aoiweignty ippt,ii ' 
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GOOD IN ILL. 
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I GOOD IN ILL. 

And work for us abundant gain, — 
The peaceful fruits of riglileousuess. 

Then let ub not, with nnxious thought, 
Ask of to-morrow's joys or woes, 

But by His word and Spirit tauglit. 
Accept as best what God bestows. 
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"IN THE NIGHT SEASON." 
LoRB, givp lis rest ! Niglil'a shadowa rounil us 

Husting the tumult of the Toiceful day; 
Over our souls let thy lillvine repose 
Assert its gentle sway. 

The night is thine ; its skies above us htnt 

Glitter with worlds all fashioned by thy hand — 
The radiant armies of the lirmament, 
Marshaled at thy command. 

Rank iipon rank the shining squadrons press 

Through the far sjiaces which no eye can scan ; 
Thy mercies. Lord, like them aie numberless, 
Showeied upon siuful man! 

We read thy reconl in the starry sUy, 

Nor lets we ti-ace it in earth's lowliust flower ; 
And, in adiiiiug wonder, magnify 

Thy goodness and thy power. 



.y Google 



252 "IN THE NIGHT SEAt^OV" 

Yet, when we mbu tli> woik», 'iu -i i t -.o fiu, 

Till faila oui vision in the distance dim, 
"Lord, wliat is man," we sob amid oui piayer, 
" rhat tliott sliouldst visit him ^ " 

Formed in thme image, witli th) glory ciOwnPcl, 

0, let tliy love oui yeaiiiiiig stmiti fill 
And be oui will, lu all life's chaiij^es, found 
Obedient to thy will ' 
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ADMONITION. 



An, how soon are purest feelings lost 

Whan by pride or passion breathed upon ! 

Frailer than the tracery of frost 

On ttie window where looks in the sun I 

Angels will not linger in the heart 

"Where a thought of evil dares to dwell ; 

Goodness seeketh aye its counterpart ; 
Heaven was neyer married unto hell ! 



Seeks thy soul to hold communion high 
With the spirits of it world divine ? 

Upward let it look with single eye, 
And the blessed intercourse is thine. 

Sternly banish every wrong desire, 

Every thought that is not pure repress, 

And with purpose rising high and higher, 
Struggle after perfect holiness ! 
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ia4 ADMONITION. 

Vainly ahal! the ouce-besetting sin 

Strive to turn thee from tliine upward way ; 
Victory o'er the tempter shalt thou win, 

By thy faith prevailing : watch and pray ! 

Every conflict with opposing wrong, 
Every effort for the true and right, 

Nerves tJiy soul anew, and makes it strong 
Still to struggle in the moral fight. 

Doubt not of thy triumph ! Lo ! a power 

Guides and guards thee through the thickest 

And shall crown thee in thy victor-hour 
With the garlands of eternal life I 



Stormy pa'.'.ions, with ^ pen of afeel 

"Wiue then iLLOid oii the human liP'iit, 

Grows the tiacerj fires of sm tnneal. 
Deep and deepci as the ye<iis depart 

Peiish hopes that holy made its youth , 
Fades the piomise of its golden ptime , 

Meek affections, sympathies and ruth, 
Sneepeth over all the tide of ciime 

Downward presseth evermore the aoul 
That is wedded to its hideous sin ; 
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ADMONITION. i 

Dowiiwaixl madly to the dreadful goal 
Spirits hfttiag pttrity must win. 

In the path that leadeth from the light. 
Every footfiill soundeth like a kneU ! 

Darklier o'er the spirit gathers night, 
Blackest borrors thick around it dwell I 

Lost the brightness of its earlier day, 
All its longings for the lioly lost ; 

Like a wreck whose helm is torn away, 
On the waves of error see it tossed ! 

Hapless spirit ! heedless of its birth, 
Mad to drink the bitter ciip of woes, 

Dark hath been thy pilgrimage on earth, 
Darker "till that pilgrimage shall close ! 

Ye who linger on forbidden groimd, 
Dreadful is your recompense, and sure ! 

For the blessedness of peace is found 
Only by the holy and the pure I 
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"REJOICE IN THE LORD ALWAYS." 

Their brows should wear a lioly light, 
"Who front the heavens serenely bright ; 
And gladness should their steps aftend 
Who walk with God as with a friecd. 

For every footfall of their way 
But brings ihem nearer to the day 
That knows no night, and lo the joy 
Nor grief can mav, nor sin alloy. 

Fized in the path that He hatli trod, 
Their lives are hid with Christ in God, 
And dwell secure from every harm, 
Bucirded by the Father's arm. 

Behind the cloud, above the storm. 

His sunlight lingers soft and warm ; 

And even through mitlnight's gloomiest pall 

Some beams of mercy gently fall. 

However dark tlie frowu of fate, 
God will His promise vindicate, 
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"REJOICE IN THE LORD ALWAYS." 

And ill His own good time and way, 
BriDg ia the fdi and perfect day — 

111 wliose glad light shall disappear 
All that perplexed and troubled here, 
And show the weary path tliey trod. 
As the one path whose end is — God ! 
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"BLESSED AEE THEY THAT MOTJEN." 

O, DEEii not that eai-tli's crowning bliss 

Is found in joy alone ; 
For sorrow, bitter tbougli it be, 

Halh blessings all it^ own; 
From lips divine, like liealing balm, 

To heorls oppressed and torn, 
THf. heavenly consolation fell — 

" Blessed are they tbat mourn ! " 

As blossoms smitten by the rain 

Their sweetest odoi's yield — 
As where the ploughshaj'e deepest strikes 

Eicb haryests* crown the field, 
So, to the hopes by sorrow crushed, 

A nobler faith succeeds ; 
And life, by trials fiirrowed, bears 

The fruit of loving deeds. 

Who never mourned., hath never known 

What treasures grief reveals: 
The sympathies that humanize, 

Tlie tenderness tliat beals, 
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"BLESSED ABE THEY THAT MOURN." 

The power to look within the veil 
And learn tho heavenly lore, 

The key-word to life's mysteries, 
So dark to us before. 

How rich and sweet and full of strength 

Our human spirits are, 
Baptized into the sanctities 

Of suffering and of prayer ! 
Supernal wisdom, love divine, 

Breathed through the lips which said, 
" 0, blessed are the souls that mourn — 

They shall be comforted ! " 
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Then let us ti-ust Him and obey, 

Through all life's trials jet to come ; 

Better than we He knows the way 
That leads the pilgrim to his home. 
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Thou knowest all our needs, and wilt supply ; 
No veil of darkness hides us from thine eye, 
Nor vainly, from the depths, on Thee we call ; 
Thy tender love, that breaks the temptei-'s Ihrall, 
Folds and encircles all. 
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262 NEEDED BLESSINGS. 

TliroiigU sorrow and thi'ougli loss, Ijy toil 

prayer, 
Saints won the starry crowns whleh now tliey wi 
And fay tlie bitter ministry of pain, 
Grievous and iiarsli, but 0, not sent in vain, 
Found their eternal gain. 

If it be ours, like them, to suffer loss, 
Give grace, as unto them, to bear our cross. 
Till, victors over the besetting sin, 
"We, loo, thy perfect peace shall enter in, 
And crowns of gloiy win. 



.y Google 



DOMINE, N"E IN FURORE. 



From profoimdest depths of tribulation, 
Lord, I lift my earnest cry to Tlieo ! 

0, rebuke me not in inJignatiun. 
Nor ill tliy displeasure oliasten mo. 

With my groaning I am very weary ; 

All the night I wet my couoli with tears ; 
All [he day my plaintive miserere 

Bears to Thee the burdun of my feara. 

O'er my soul have rolled the floods of anguish ; 

Every light hath faded from my sky ; 
And in darkness I am left to languish. 

Till Thou send me succor from on high. 

From my weaiy foot hath passed the lightnese 
Of the bounding step of earlier years, 

And mine eye iiath lost its youthful brightness, 
Dimmed by sorrow and continual teais. 
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264 DOMINE, NE IN FURORE. 

Sick aii<l helpless, aud of hope divesfeil, 
In my weakness and my sore diati-ess. 

Be thy healing mercj manifested, 

And with peace my troubled spint bleas ! 

Wherefore ahoukl I die ? wnce with Ihe livii: 
Only dwell remembrancei of Thee ; 

From the grave asfendoth no thnnksgiYJiiif, 
Psalm, or laud, or benedicite ! 



IN DOMINO CONi-lDO. 

Not in ■vain I poured my supplication, 
Voiced in anguish that was nigh despair ; 

God, hencefurth the Rack of my salvation, 
Hears in pity and receives my prayer. 

On his name, from midst the darkness calling, 
He my soul hath ransomed from its fears, 

By hia slrengtK my feet are saved from falling, 
And His love haih dried my flowing tears. 

Therefore come I to His altars, bringing 
Hymns and vows my gralitude would pay ; 

Hallelujahs and the voice of singing 
Best inlorpret all the heart would say. 
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DOMINE, NE m FURORE. 2(3 

Hencefortli, witli a spirit meek uiid lowly; 

With a faitli tiiat nothing can appall, 
Hojies serene, and purpose high and holy, 

I will meet wlmtever may befall. 

If around me clouds and darlcne&s gather, 
Lo, the bi'ighler day that dawns beyond ! 

Through the gloom the Everiastitig Father 
Sends a voice that bids me not de&poud. 

By His mercy which hath oever foiled me, 
Over Hate and Falsehood's brood abhorred. 

Over all the foes that have assailed me, 
I shall ti'iumph greatly through the Lord I 
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MISEEEEE DOMtNE. 

Thou, who iookst with pitying eye 
From thy laditnt home on high 
On the spuit tempest tossed, 
WretLhet], weary, wandoimg lost; 
Eveiy ready help to gne, 
And entreating, " Look and hve 1 " 
By thii love, exceeding thon^lit, 
Wiiidi fiom he^ven (he Siviom' brought; 
By that moicy which could doro 
Deith to save us fiom despair, 
Lowly bendcng at thy feet, 
Lifting he'iit and voice to Thee — 
Miserere Domme ' 

With the lam ■ind giddy throng, 
Fathej we have w-indeied long! 
Eigei flora thy pith^ to Stray, 
Chosen the forbidden wiy. 
Heedless of the light wifhm 
Huiued on from sm to sin. 
And ivith BLoffeiB madly tiod 
Ou the mei T of oui GA' 
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V/IEREFE DOMiyE 

Now 1 wluie ill tie iilti s I in 
Penitently we letu n 
Though forg tten Tliju hi t not 
To be mprciful foigot 
Hoai oui siiplmt ciie^ to Thi-e — 
Mi«ne:e Dimiie 

From the buiden of out grief 
Who but Thou canst gi\e rehcf 
Wlio cm pour salvition s 1 ght 
On the luLness of our night'' 
Bowel our IotI of sm beneath 
Who rclpem o i o\i\% fiom duth'' 
If in mn we put oui trust 
Soatleiel lie onr hopes Ike du t 
Sraitten by thy cJnstenu g i d 
Lo, we cry to Thee oui &cd 
From (he jeiih of oui path 
From tho tenors of thy wrath 
Save a6 i 1 en we loo> to Thee — 
Misereie Do mine 1 

Wheie tbe pastures greenly giow 
Wheie the watere gently flow 
And beueilb the sbeltemig Rock 
With the Shephercl rests the fioJt — 
O, let ua be githeiel tl c g 
Uudei ll 1 pte nnl rue 
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MISERESH DOMIffE. 

Love and labor and rejoice 
Witii the people of thy choice, 
Till the toils of life are done, 
And the crown with heavenly glow 
Spiirkles on the victor's bi-ow ! 
Hear the prnyej- we lift to Thee, - 
Miserere Domiae ! 
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THANKSGIVING. 

" LoKD, 1 belieye ; lielp Thou mine wubeliet' ! " 
Tlius in its anguisb. cried my soul to Thee 
Aad Thou didst liear and heal its bitter grief, 
And from its weary bondage set it free. 

At thy command the shadows rolled away, 
The fetters crumbled that had held me long; 

Kindled the dawn-light into perfect ^ay. 
And changed tlie voice of weeping into song. 

Thy love was equal to my sorest need. 

When I was naked, hungry, sick, and blind ; 

Clothed, fed, healed, seeing, now I know indeed 
Thou art a Saviour pitiful and kind. 

To Tliee who heard the cry of my desiiair. 

My hope shall cling through all life's devious 
ways; 

TKou who in mercy answeredat my prayer, 
Deign to accept my hymns of grateful praise. 



.y Google 



A PEAYER FOE GUIDANCE. 

Lead us, O Father, in the paths of peace I 
Without thy guiding hand we go astray, 

And doubls appall, and sorrows slill increase ; 
Lead us through Christ, the ti'ue and Jiving 
Way. 

Lead U3, O Father, in the paths of tnith I 

Unhelped hy Thee, in error's maze we grope, 

While passion stains and folly dims our youth. 
And age comes on unclieei'ed by faith or hope. 

Lead us, Father, in the paths of right ! 

Blindly we stumble when we walk alone. 
Involved in shadows of a moral night ; 

Oaly with Thee we journey safely on. 

Lead us, Father, to thy heavenly, rest ! 

However rough and steep the paliiway be ; 
Through joy or sorrow as Thou deemest best, 

Until our lives are perfected in Thee ! 
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FAITH'S KEF0ST5. 

Fathek, ben ea til thy sheltering wing 

In sweet security wo rest ! 
And fear no evil eartli can bring, 

In life, in deatb, supremely blest. 

For life is good, whose tidal flow 
The motions of thy will obeys ; 

And death is good, that makes ns know 
The life divine that all things sways. 

And good it is to bear the cross. 
And so thy perfect peace to wio; 

And naught is ill, nor briogs us loss. 
Nor works us harm, save only sin. 

Redeemed from this, we ask no more, 
But trust the love that saves, to guide 

The grace that yields so rich a store, 
Will gi-aat ws all we need beside. 
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" BLESSED ARE THE PURE IN HEART." 

Thet wlio biive kept tlieir spirit's virgin whiteness 

Undimmed by foHy and unstained by sin, 
And made tlieir foi'eheads radiant with the hvight- 

Of ihe pure Irnth whose temple is niihin — 
They shall sef God. 

Freed from ihe ihrall of every sinful passion, 
Around lljeir pathway beams celestial liglit; 

They drinli with joy the waters of salvation, 
And ill His love whose love is infinite — 
They shall see God. 

Though clouds may darken into storms around 

The promise pours through all its steady ray ; 
Nor hate can daunt nor obloquy confound them, 
Nor earth's temptations lure them from the way 
That leads to God. 

They shall see God ! O, glorious fruition 
Of all Iheir hopes and longings here btlow ! 
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274 "BLESSED ABE THE PURE IN HEART.- 

They shall see God in beatific vision, 

Ami evermore into Hia likeness grow — 
Childi-eu of God I 

So when the measure of their faith is meted, 
And angels beckon from the courts on high, 

Fillt'd with all grace, the work divine completed. 
They shall put on their immortality. 

And dwell with God I 
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A PSALM OF NIGHT. 

Fades from the west the ferewell light 

Flung IiackwuiT] by the soiling aun, 
And silence deepens, as the niglit 

Steals with its solemn shadows on. 
Gathere the soft, refresliing dew, 

On spiring gi-ass and flow'ret stems, 
And lo, the eveiliiatin^ blue 

Is ra<Jiant with a tliousand gems ! 

Not only dolli the voiceful day 

Thy loving-kindness, Lord, proclaim. 
But night, with its sublime an-fly 

Of worlds, doth magnify tliy name ! 
Yea, while adoring neitipliim 

Before Thee bead the willing knee, 
From every star a choral liymn 

Goes up unceasingly to Thee ! 



Day nnto day doth utter speec-h, 

And night to night thy voiw makes km 
Through ail the earth where thought may ) 

Is heaid the glad and solemn lone ; 
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i A FSAI.M OF NIGHT. 

And woi-lcls beynud the fiirthust sUw 

Whose liglit Iiath reached a human eye. 

Catch the high anthem ii-om afar 
That rolls along immensity ! 

O, Holy Father! 'micl the cahn 

And stillness of tliis evening hoiir, 
We too woulcl lift our solemn psalm 

To praise thy goodness aiid thy power; 
For over us, as over all, 

Thy tender mercies stili extend, 
Nor vainly shiiU the contrite call 

Oji Thee, our Father and our Friend. 

Kept by tliy goodness through the dny, 

Thanksgiving to (hy name we pour ; 
Might o'er us with ita stars, we pruy 

Thy love to guard us evermore ! 
In grief console, in gladness bless, 

In darkness guide, in sickness cheer. 
Till, perfected in righteousness. 

Our souls before thy tin-one appear. 
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SUPPLICATION. 

FoREiD my feet to stray, 

Father, from the way 
Tliat leads to Thee and to thy perfect rest ; 

Though rough ihat way and steep, 

Eight onward woukl I keep : 
The path Thou choosest- for me is the best ! 

The best, though on its flhita 

My feet leave bloody prints, 
And every step is added toil nnd pain ; 

The best, though hard and straight, — 

Since through its narrow gate, 
The Golden City shall my soul attain. 

Misled hy sinful pride, 

Too long I turned aside, 
Placing in human wisdom all my trust ; 

Too long, in sorest need, 

Leaned on a broken reed, 
And fed my heart with hopes that turned to dust. 
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278 SUPPLICATION. 

I tlnnk Thee for the c^ie 
Th it w iiteil not my prayer , 

But kmllv thiougli the niinifittv ot «oe 
'B^ los" iiiA bittei p-iin 
Hith cilled me back is;im, 

To tarte ihj lo¥o and thy fojgneiiess know. 

An I now thy woik comilete 

Crealoi ' PiitiLleto I 
Thi mil he done' and m .y that will he mim 

Till thiongh tliy giace I win 

The victory o^er &m 
And all ray soul is hlled with love ihvuie. 
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THE BEAUTIFUL LAND. 
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280 TEE BEAUTIFUL LAND. 

riiei tiste tie luh ftuitige th^t luii^s f ui the 

And luefithe tlie sweet ofoia of floneis, 
More f] ij^rwt th 1 1 evei weie kissi;! l\ tliL bieeze 
In Aiiln 3 ]o\chest bo^^el^ 

Old piophets, wlioae woids were ^ ^pitit if fline, 
BUauig out oei the d'ukneis of time 

Aud luaityra, wbose coma^e no toiluie could tame, 
Kor turn fiom their pmpose sublimp 

And sauil-i and confesaoi-*, a numbeiless tliiong, 
"WTio weie loyal to ttuth and to n^t 

And left, is tliey walked ihrough tie dukne^? of 

Then footpunts encirded with li„lit 

And tie deir 1 file diildieu, wlio wmt to then rest 
Lie then lives had been ^ulhel by s.in 

While the Angel of Morning =till timed a guest. 
Then spiiits puie temple within — 

All «we tlieie — all aie tlieie — in the Beautiful 

The land by the spoiler unt il. 
And then foi ehe ids, stiii-ciott ne \ by thi. 1. 1 1 ezea 
<tre fiiiiiLd 
That blow torn tie GimVh^ if G 1 ' 
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THJ£ BEiUTlFUL LAND. 2^1 

My soul halh looked in, tliroufjli the gaLeivay ot 
dreams. 

On the city all paven with gold. 
And heard the sweet flow of its murmurous streams 

As through the gi-een valleys they rolled ; 
And though it still waits on (his desolate strand, 

A pilgrim and stranger on earth, 
Yet it knew, iu that glimpse of the Beautiful LieiiI, 

That it gazed on the home of its birth ! 
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A MORNING HYMN. 

Sing to the Lord i the shadea ff i ^ht 
At His commiud hue pis'.el iv,\v. 

And the dim mornings douhtful light 
Hath hiighteiiel to the tuU oibtd Ui 

Witched hy lliit Love which never lilecps, 
&if , md m LonddenoH, we slept. 

Who suns aud stars innumerous keeps, 
His servants Ikiihfully has kept. 

No earthqanke shook, no hungry flame, 
No tempest with destroying breath, 

At midnight to oiii' dwelling came, 

To make our sleep the sleep of death. 

Thy guardian angels, I«rd, were near, 

To slnoothe the pulse and soothe the broast ; 

Nor torturing pain, nor haunting fear, 
Broke the sweet quiet of our rest, 

Now, called to duty by the light, 

Our morning thsniks to Thee we ijay. 
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A MORNING HYMN. 

FoT the kind ministry of night, 
For the new glury of the diiy ; 

For life preserved, for strength reue 
For the dear love that guards us 

But "best we speak our grtitiiude 
By wills submissive to tliy will. 
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FAliMEE'S NOONDAY Ili'MX. 

Noon k over eortli : the flowers, 
Drooping, wnit reviving sliowers, 
Aud the flocks, to shun the heat. 
Seek the forest's coo! relieat; 
While the snu, with burning eye, 
Glares from out a clouillesa sky, 
And beneath his tonid mys 
AU the landscape seems ablaze; 

From the meadow cewly shorn, 
Summoned by the blatant horn, 
Lo, the weary reapers haste 
To their hounteous repast ! 
Simple yet delicious fare, 
Spiead by loving hands with care : 
Healtliful meats with odorous steam, 
Fruits, and curds, and golden cream, 
Water clear as that which first 
From the founts of Eden burst. 
Ere along their mai'gin green 
Had the serpent's (rail been seen — 
Such the banquet that invites 
Uuper verted appetites. 
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FARMER'S NOONDAY HYMN. 

Gathered round our ample board, 
Let us tliaiik tbe loving Loi'd, 
And to Him our prayers uplift, 
Giver of each perfect gift, 
Wlio dotli till our nperls siipijly, 
Pouring' bounties from tlie sty. 

Lo, the wide exlended plain, 
Sv'utiiieled with sheaves of grain ! 
Lo, tbe hill-sides, where the uiaiee 
Glimmers in the noonday blaze ! 
Lo, the orchai'ds, through whose gre( 
Eed and luscious fi'uita are seen ! 
Lo, the vines, whose clustered storas 
Wait for autumo's sun and sJioHers! 
Prophecies by nature given, 
Pledges of the truth of Heaven, 
That successive seasons still 
Shall his promises fulfill. 
And rewai-d with golden sheaves 
Him who labors and believes. 

Not alone for daily food. 
But for every needed good. 
Tiusting Him whose sure supply 
Feeds the ravens when they cry. 
We io faith our bui-dens cast 
On the love that blessed the past, 
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FARMES'S 


K00N3AY 


BY 


MN. 


And 


from tlmnkful hearts 


our 


V>-ay 


Still 


icivokes a 


Futljei''s ca 


re. 





Unto Tliee, God, alone 

Is tbe liitlden future hnovvu ; 

But whatever it mny bringj 

Be it joy or suffering. 

Only let thy spirit dwell 

In our hearts, and ail is well ! 

Only let thy gra«e sustain, 

Hell shall Imr! its shafts in vaiQ ; 

Eartli in vmn its lures essay, 

To beguile us fi-om our way ! 

Keep us, Father, by thy power, 
Safe through every elianging hour; 
So when Death with, sickle keen. 
Gathers thy great harvest in, 
Ripe for heaveu may we be founJ, 
Gii-ded by thy love around, 
Freeii from tares of hale and alrife. 
Golden slieavea of endless life ! 
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EVENINa THAKK-OFFERING. 

TuiiucrGU the changes of the day, 

Kept ly lliy sustaining power, 
Offering of Ihiinks we pay, 

Fiithei", in this evening hour. 
Praises to thy uame belong, 

Sonrce and Giv«r of all good; 
While we lift our evening song, 

Fill our souls with gratitude. 

From tlie dangei's which have frowned, 

From ilio snares in seci-et set. 
We iiave through thy mercy found 

Safety aud deliverance yet. 
AH the day that mercy hath 

Guarded us from ills untold, 
All the day along our path 

Scattered blessings manitolJ. 

Spii'it, who hath been our Liglit 
And the Guardian of our way. 

Let ihy ineivy and thy might 
Keep us to another day ; 
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EVENING TBANK-OFFERING. 

Hi.-lp 113, Falliei', so to spend 
AU ouv momenta as Ihey flee, 

That when life axiA labor end, 
We may fall asleep in Thee ! 
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'■ UPON THE WATCH-TOWER." 

O Lord, how long ? We watch and wait 

The coming of that better day, 
When love, triumphant over hate. 

Shall rule the earth with sovereign sway ; 
When he who toils, and he who bleeds, 

The promise of its dawn shall see, 
And slaves of power and slaves of creeds 

Shall hear the word that makes tiiem fi-ee 

Xnjrd, how long? We wait and watch; 

NiglAt lingers, and the rongh wind chills ; 
We strive some gleam of morn to catch, 

Slow climbing o'er the eastern hills — 
Some glimpses of the herald star, 

Whose light shall tell its advent near ; 
But lo ! the darkness wide and far, 

Blots out the whole broad hemisphere ! 

Lord, how long? The earth is old. 
And rtels, sin-stncken, to its doom, 

Burdened with soirows inanifoM, 

And veiled in more than midnight gloom ; 
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Q "UPON THE WATCH-TOWER." 

Her ch H en weep iipon hoi bieiat, 

And lie-nenwHcI ejes of supplnnce tu 

Perplexed by doubts by fears distiessed 
Too blind thy promise to diBLeiii 

Yet 3 tliat [lomise sure' anl sure 

The comiug of eaiths bettei day, 
Though kng the night ot wiong eudute, 

All 1 still the dau n ot right delay 1 
■O make us hiave to witL.li *nd wait 

TIk hour by piophet balds foretolJ, 
When thiu shall lift the Orients gate 

And fiwd the hnds «ith moininna oh 
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Of i o f 1 f m a id ; 
Ihe Ii e n a lie ii of sand 

No e U 1 op tl e ea c nt, u. 

The e ne m y n know y all 
Co 1 ne f a p f t wl ole ; 
Anl o le 11 n 1 1 

Tl e a 1 e n tl mall. 

The llo e 6 I at hlo m upon tl e waste, 
No 1 e gl n e f 1 m eye ; 

Tl e gems 1 t de i c e a lie ; 

The fru ta that f 11 he may tasto ; 

The coral i ilaces t! at ^ 

Ben tl the 6 e n n waves, 

H m f the 1 He s a d their graves, 

W ht 1 1 the centu ea moving slow ; 
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i92 OPTIMUS. 

The crystal spires that gleam and flasli 
In sunlight on the mountain's crest, 
Above the loneliest eagle's nest, 

Above llie storm, the thunder's ci-ash — 

These and wimte'er Ho bids to he, 
Are needful to His vast liomajn ; 
Nor falls the sunshine, nor the lain, 

Vainiy on desert or on sea. 

n. 

IS 11 o c llel onlj 11 
No ^ et can pi the I e t 
No pa ca 1 ult mate n p n 

No loss m loss no death can k II 

B t ever s nee tl e woild beg 

Have g ef 1 d [ a n an 1 lo a 1 
Helpel by tie h t er J jl o 

The p eg e s f 1 11 er <r a 

Lt toordmh Ifseeng seems 
\. th g t hll he 1 wth feir 
A d all 3 vo ces pa n tl e car 
Lie es of aagu sU 1 eaid n 1 earns 

B t tl e clear eye that sea s he vl ole 
B 1 ts slo n can ee tl e In 
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Arid o'er its discords sounds a psalm 
Of triumph to tlie pi'escieut soul ; 

And all that is, or dark or bright, 
AU that fears, hopes, despairs, exults, 
Helps to bring in the large results 

Of love, and liberty, and light — 

Helps to bring back to truth's control 
A world that long had gone amiss, 
And give to life its crowning blisa 

And oneness with a perfect whole ! 
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LOSS AND GAIN. 

Hoarding can but bring thee loss ; 

Wealth is fonnd aloue in ^ving ; 
Treasures kept, resolve to di-oss ; 

Love by loving, life by living, 
Still augments, and riclier grows 
For the largess it bestows : 
(hitward-Hov/ing, it shall be 
Ever flowing back to thee. 

Thus the more thon giv'at, the roore 

Still, in giving, shall be thine ; 
Thus shall thy replenished store 
Overflow with wealth divine. 
Joy and peace thy heart shaJl fill, 
While that heart shall widen still, 
Till to its embrace is given 
All of good in earth and heaven. 
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MATINS. 

Foil t!io deal- love that kept us through the night 
And gave our senses to sleep's gentle sway — 

For the new miracle of dawning light 
Flushing the east with pi'opliecies of clay, 
We tbank tliee, O our God! 

For the fresh life th 1 gl 1 „ fl w 

With its full tide to atre g he i a 1 t lies — 

For calm, sweet tho ^,113 upsp no ng f om r \ 

To tear to thee the r o g of 1 a 1 f 1 e s 

Wp pn!s. tl e oil Col 

Day utlecelh epeecii to d<n a 1 t,' t t ' t 

Telia of thy power ■\ 1 gl ry So n 11 ne 

Thy cliiWi-en, duly, w tl the n o n Qg 1 ght 

Or at still eve, ujo tie he lel knee 

Adore thee o G d 

Thou knowest our needs tl y full ess w 11 supply 
Our blindness — let tly lanl «tll lead s on 

Till, visited by the 1 ysp ug f om o 1 £,h 
Our prayer, one nly Let tl v w 11 b lone 
We breatle to Tl ee Gol 
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THE HAKYEST-CALL. 

Abidi iiof 111 tliL leilm if dieains 
O mall however fair it '-eems, 
"Where diowsj airs thy ponei? lepress 
In languors of sweet idlene 9 

Noi liioei 111 the mi&ty pi t 
Entrrfiio-d iii visions ^agiie and vast; 
But with cleai eyt Ihe pieseut scan. 
And heai the call cf &fd and man. 

That call, though many voiced is. one, 
Wilh mighty me'jmiigs m eich iono; 
Thioogh sob and liiughtei ahi ek aud prayer, 
Its summons meetn thte exeijwliere. 



Think not m sleep to fold Ihy hands, 
Forgelfiil of thy Loids com mind s ; 
Fiom dutys dwms no life i« fieo — 
Behold, to day hath neod of thue ' 

Look up' the Bide e-i-len led pU ii 
Is billiHy uiih il= lijenel griii), 
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THE BAB VES T- CALL. 

And on the s urn mei'- winds are rolled 
Its waves of emerald aiid. gold. 

Thrust in Ihy aickle ! nor delay 
The work that calls for thoe to-day ; 
To-morrow, if H come, will bear 
Its own demands of toil and care. 

The present hour allots thy task ! 
For present strength anil patience aalt, 
And trust His love who^e sure supplies 
Moot bU fhy needs as they arise. 

Lo! Ihe broad fields wilh harvests whiK 
Thy hands to stremioua toil invite ; 
And he who labors and believes 
Shall reap ^ewa^l of ample iheavcs. 

Up, for the time is short ! and soon 
Tlie morning snn ivill climb to noon : 
Up! ere the herds, with trampling feet, 
Outi-mining thine, shall spoil the wheat. 

While the day lingei's, do thy best ! 
Full soon the night will bring iti rest ; 
And, duty done, tliat rest shall be 
Full of beatitudes to thee. 
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ASPIRATIONS, 

SlTTlN'4 ill my lonely cliiimbpi, 

Listening to the dismal fain, 
As ita melancholy plashes 

Bent against my window-pdne, — 
O, what troops of sombre fancies 

Throng the chambers of the mind, 
While I hear the dirge of summer 

In the moaning of the wind ' 
While I hear the dying summer 

Sobbing o'er its latest eve, 
Wailing for the hoarded glories 

That forever it must leave. 

Then I say, " How bi-ief the summer ! 

Yet its early wealth of flowers, 
Eipened into golden harvests, 

Though it passes, shall be ours. 
Lo I the apple-liiden orchards ! 

Lo ! Ihe sheaves of gathered gi'ain I 
These, the largess left behind hei-, 

Pi-ove she hath not lived in vain ! " 
So, with fervent benedictions 

Linked, her memory shall be. 
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ASP JE ATI ON. 



When tlie winter spreads his snow-pall 
Over mouutiiin, moor, and ka. 



1 rapidly my f 

Will the promise of its flowers 
Be fulfilled in goHen harvests 

When are gone its sunny hours ? 
Will it ripen to a future 

Filled with memories sweet and pure, 
That shall troop like angels i-ouud me ? 

Or, amid the world's obsctn-e, 
Shall I pass, unsung, forgotten, 

Witb no star-crown on my brow ? 
With no wail from broken liai'p-stiings ? 

With no laurel's drooping bough ? 
With no dirges sobbed in anguish ? 

With no grand, exultnnt strain 
Saying, "He who died at night-fall 

Shall to-morrow live again ! 
Live in songs that cleave, like lightning. 

Through oblivion's heavy pall, 
Changing all its murk to splendor, 

Bright'ning, glorifying all ; 
Live in thoughts that thrill the ages, 

(Thovigh his body is innrned) 
Like Uie fire of consecration 

On Isaiah's lips that buiiied I " 
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) ASPIRATION. 

I would wrest the meed of gb^y 

From the future's iron grasp, 
Or, like Egypt's Cleopatra, 

Bare tny Losom to the asp ! 
What to me were life, if boiinded 

By the present's narrow span ? 
Wortlileaa a? tho coifiiied ashes 

Which were once a living man ! 
Let tiie sottish and the sensual 

R(it in their ignoTite rcht — 

I would raiike the earth my dehtor 

Ere I sleep upon her breast ! 
I would live in after-voices 

Chanting my melodious rhyme, 
In sublime reverberations 

Sounding through remotest time ; 
Id ihe thought that prompts to greatnes 

In the deed that slirinei a name 
Hallowed in the world's affection, 

Doubly consecrate to famel 
This is life! — the flower immorlal 

Springing from the earthly clod ; 
Life, forever brnad'ning, bright'ning, 

Till 'tis perfected in God ! 
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OUR OFFERING. 

"Wiiii shiU WL Iftj upuu ihj sliiii e, 
Loidi as tiibiiie woithy Thee? 

The gold and gem* of eaith aie thicie, 
And thico the tiejsuies of tlie sei 

ThiriL ill the nijirii the gt np hstills 
The neUir ot the mtii'* full lems 

The cattle oa a ihouHaDd hilK, 
Ihe billowy hanesls of the pHins 

Thou needest neiti er pi'iise noi pijei, 
Noi jegal gift^ of co-itlitst jjulq 

Tlie glory whi<,h »u one can shjio 
Doth tor Infinity suttiLe 

But we, so constantly we need 

Thy watchful love, thy ^uaidian cire, 

Should feel that we weie lo«t indeed. 
But foi the piivilLgL of piiyei 

And nhi,u we um the udi este'S 
Ot raei 1 that hti ri owned ( ii fUy 
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102 OUE OFFERING. 

Our hearts are filled with ihankftilness, 
Aiid iheir sweet overflow is pi-aise. 

These hearts, Lord ! to itee we bring 

And ask that thou wouMst make them thine ; 

Touched by thy love, the offering 
Poor in itself, shall be divine. 
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ORDINATION HYMN. 

Fathek ! thy eerTant waita (o cb thy will ! 

Called to thy work, 0, clolhe lilm with ihy 
might, 
And witli tliis thi-eeCold grace his spirit fill — 
Lovo, liberty, and light ! 

Wiih love, for the dear souls that thou hast ma<le, 

And for the truth which only maketli free ; 
So, with all patience, faithful, unafraid, 

He shall be true to thee. 

With liberty, that wlieve ihy Spirit leads, 

Follows, whatever faith it leaves behind. 
And wears no fetters formed from olden creeds, 

Tliat blight whale'er they bind. 

With light, an effluence of the Life Divine, 

Before which error falls and falseliood dies, 
Leading his spirit joyfully to thiue. 

And upward to the skies. 
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